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May   1   be  permitted  to  suggest  that  we  take  this 

I" — '  i-<       writing  job  seriously,  not  affecting,  as  is  so  much 

/     .-N'^"  jthc    custom,    to    be    genial     gentlemen     first    and 

^^^^  authors    very  much   afterward,   but   honouring   our 

I  '^Atr^    craft  as  scientists,  who  never  pretend  to  be  amiable 

^  dilettanti,    honour    theirs.     Let    us    be    mindful   of 

the   fact  that  only  the   deepest,    sincerest,  exactest 

and  most  persistent  research  for  truth  will   produce 

a  work  of  any  permanent  value.     Our  duty  is  not  to 

tickle  the  unseasoned  palates  of  superficial  persons 

to  whom  literature  is  only  a  luscious  sweet,  or,  as 

is  more  fashionable  in  so-called  cultivated  circles,  a 

piquant   savoury.     No :    our  duty  is — however  the 

worldly  may  smirk  at  the  ambition  and  its  expression 

— to  provide  the  bread  of  life.     Do  not  seek  esteem, 

seek   truth.     Your  duty  is  as  high  and   onerous  as 

that  of  Pure  Science:  that  and  not  any  abominable 

soul-  or  lip-service  to  any  particular  and  temporary 

social   code  is  what  is  meant  by   "the  maintenance 

of  the  dignity  of  letters." 

Open  Letter  to  the  Servants  of 

Imaginative  Literature. 


ALL  RIGHTS  RESERVED 


CONTENTS 


PAGE 

PREFACE,    HIGHLY    EXPLANATORY  I 

THE   SMILE   OF   THE    SPHINX  4I 

SIR    PERSEUS    AND    THE    FAIR    ANDROMEDA  89 

GOLGOTHA   &>  CO.  175 

EPILOGUE  494 


Two  of  these  tales  have  appeared  in  serial  : 
"  The  Smile  of  the  Sphinx,"  in  the  first 
number  of  the  London  Mercury,  and  "Sir 
Perseus  and  the  Fair  Andromeda,"  in 
the  English  Review.  Both  tales  have  been 
slightly  revised.  "Golgotha  &  Co.,"  which, 
since  the  writing  of  the  Preface,  has 
grown  to  be  the  most  ambitious  of  these 
tales,  appears  in  print  for  the  first  time. 
I  should  like  to  remark  that  a  volume  of 
amusing  and  well-written  stories  entitled 
"  The  Pilgrim  of  the  Smile,"  in  which 
sundry  characters  go  in  search  of  the 
secret  of  the  smile  of  the  Sphinx,  appeared 
about  a  year  after  the  publication  in  the 
London  Mercury  referred  to  above.  I  lay 
no  charge  of  plagiarism  to  the  witty 
Norman  Davey,  though  the  coincidence 
appears  unusually  striking.  I  merely  wish 
to  clear  myself  of  any  such  charge. 

R.  M.  B.  N. 
1923. 
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"  Warum  wihst  du  dich  von  uns  alien 
Und  unsrer  Steinung  entfernen?" 
Ich  schreibe  nicht  euch  xu  gef alien ; 
Ihr  iollt  was  lernen. 

Goethe. 


PREFACE,  HIGHLY  EXPLANATORY 
FOR  THE  USE  RATHER  OF  PRO- 
FESSIONALS THAN  TYROS  ^      .^      ^^ 

Funeral  Games  in  Advance — Abstract  Ideas,  as  Rabbits, 
Grasshoppers  and  Oranges — Two  Vortices — Eyes  and 
No- Eyes — B ovary,  Wilkins  and  the  Old  Firm — Goethe 
{recurrent)  and  the  Tyros — What,  briefly.  Art  is — 
Andr^  Gide,  Prometheus  and  Mr.  Brown — Symbol  in 
the  Particular — Apollo,  Harold  Monro  and  the  Traction- 
Engine  School  of  Poetry — The  Smile  of  the  Sphinx — 
Andromeda  and  the  Sovereign  Rhythm — Dostoievsky's 
Legend  of  the  Grand  Inquisitor — Jesus  v.  the  Jesuits, 
followed  by  Bateson  v.  Bossuet — Integralization  in 
Evolution — Christ  and  Antichrist 

I  INDITE  a  Preface  because  it  has 
struck  me  that,  since  in  the  courses 
of  Nature  not  even  the  youngest  of  us  is 
immortal,  it  may  be  well  to  save  my  shade 
the  honourable  nausea  of  seeing  somebody 
write  this  Preface  for  me.  Because  that 
is  what  happens  in  the  end.  Somebody — 
usually  a  professor — writes  a  Preface.  I 
know  :  I'm  a  professor  myself  and  have 
even  been  asked  to  celebrate  these  funeral 
games  about  the  text  of  more  than  one 
gay  young  author,  now  food  for  worms  and 
schoolboys.  But  perhaps  if  one  is  food 
for  worms,  one  may  escape  being  food  for 
schoolboys  :  a  horrid  insinuation,  but  an 
insinuation  that  doesn't  trouble  me — for 
should  my  text  escape  the  schoolboys  so 
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will  my  Preface,  and  I  shall  have  wasted 
nobody's  time  but  my  own  and  the  printer's 
— he's  paid  for  it — and  yours,  for  which  my 
shade  makes  its  most  shadowy  apology. 

For  indeed  I  don't  see  if  you  take  the 
trouble  to  read  the  story  why  you 
shouldn't  take  the  trouble  to  read  the 
Preface,  which  is  intended  to  shed  a  light 
on  the  stories.  But  do  the  stories  need 
a  Preface  ?  Isn't  its  existence  a  proof  of 
their  weakness  ?  Not  a  bit  of  it.  I'm 
not  going  to  try  and  eliminate  any  pos- 
sible obscurities  in  the  stories,  because  I've 
done  my  best  to  do  that  in  the  stories 
themselves,  and  if  I  haven't  succeeded 
you  may — quite  correctly — write  one  of 
us  down  an  ass.  Not  that  everything  in 
any  story  is  wholly  susceptible  of  explana- 
tion. If  it  were  it  wouldn't  be  a  story 
but  a  scientific  treatise.  No,  not  every- 
thing in  a  story  is  explicable  because  not 
everything  is  explicit.  And  if  you  try 
to  make  it  explicit  in  the  story  you  spoil 
the  story,  and  if  you  try  to  make  it  explicit 
in  the  Preface  you're  a  fool — for  you  are 
trying'to  explain  the  nature  of  life  itself. 
All  I  mean  to  do  is  to  expatiate  on  one 
or  two  of  the  problems  involved  in  the 
writing,  to  indicate  a  few  tendencies,  to 
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enlarge  on  certain  abstract  ideas  and  point 
the  reader  to  some  of  the  places  where  he 
may  acquire  at  first  hand  information  in 
expansion  of  certain  passages.  For  I  may- 
remark  that  since  these  stories  are  chiefly- 
occupied  with  purely  abstract  ideas  it  is 
not  beyond  the  bounds  of  possibility  that 
the  reader,  having  been  tantalized  with  the 
idea  incarnated  in  an  episodical  image,  may 
be  inclined  to  go  in  search  of  the  idea  itself 
disentangled  from  so  tricksy  an  epiphany. 
Each  of  these  stories  is  concerned  with 
an  abstract  idea.  I  like  abstract  ideas  : 
they  have  for  me  the  attraction  of  any- 
thing which  wriggles.  Certain  folk  are 
born  lucky — to  them  an  abstract  idea  is 
something  as  finite  and  clear  as  a  globe  of 
crystal.  But  for  me,  an  abstract  idea 
isn't  anything  on  that  fashion.  I  haven't 
the  conjurer's  hands — I  can't  gather  the 
abstract  out  of  the  air,  close  my  fingers 
and  hold  it  tight.  To  me  it  is  emphati- 
cally a  thing  that  jumps — a  rabbit,  a  grass- 
hopper, a  cube  of  oranges.  And  it's  not  only 
that  the  blessed  thing  kicks,  hops,  falls  to 
fragments  in  my  hands.  Oh  no,  it's  even 
more  troublesomely  enjoyable  still.  For 
it  is  Proteus — a  rabbit,  grasshopper,  cube 
of  oranges,  what-you-fancy,  by  turn.  I 
I 
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can  only  grasp  it  as  it  changes.  Not  for  me 
the  perfectly  finite  crystal  ball  which  stays 
what  it  is  and  where  it  is  and  whose  pro- 
perties can  be  demonstrated  in  formulae 
on  a  blackboard.  The  abstract  for  me 
only  exists  in  a  distinctly  transitory  in- 
carnation appealing  to  my  senses.  Does 
somebody  cry  "  The  Will  "  ?  I  see  a 
large  black  wedge,  like  an  arrow-head, 
furrowing  its  way  through  a  white  void. 
"  Spain  "  ?  I  smell  oranges.  "  The 
Greek  Ideal  "  ?  I  wish  to  dance. 
"  Mediaevalism  "  ?  I  hear  Gregorian. 
''  Buddhism  "  ?  I  am  afloat  on  a  lotus. 
And  so  on  and  so  forth.  Sometimes  one 
sense  acts  alone,  more  often  two  in  com- 
bination :  sight  and  hearing  or  scent  and 
touch.  That  is  at  once  an  advantage  and 
a  disadvantage — the  artist  needs  symbols, 
the  thinker  would  be  glad  to  get  clear  of 
them.  .  .  .  The  artist's  duty,  however,  is 
not  to  think,  but  to  know ;  not  to  grope, 
but  to  grasp.  What  he  takes  must  be,  for 
the  time  at  least,  wholly  his,  or  woe  betide 
the  thing  he  makes.  So  he  grasps.  And 
afterward  he  explains  in  the  Preface — as 
I  seek  to  do  now — quite  how  hazardous  an 
enterprise  that  is. 

Bear  with  mc  then.     The  affair  is  not 
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without  its  interest  for  any  one  who 
doesn't  think  that  a  story  comes  into  the 
world  out  of  sheer  nothing,  having  not 
been  and  suddenly  being. 

A  story  is  always  a  concentration  to  a 
given  point — in  this  it  resembles  a  water- 
spout :  two  vortices  of  opposite  forces 
drawn  toward  each  other  until  —  hey 
presto  !  for  a  moment  the  thing  stands 
whirring,  fused,  and,  topmost  pleasure, 
seemingly  alive  throughout.  In  the 
writer  there  is  Power,  the  wind  blowing 
where  it  listeth,  till  suddenly  some  surge 
of  the  sea,  some  sag  of  the  cloud  occurring 
opposite  to  each  other,  attracts  the  atten- 
tion of  the  beloved  demon  Power,  in- 
forming the  Demon  with  an  intuition 
that  here  is  the  sort  of  thing  he  was  looking 
for.  So  with  a  dart  he  is  upon  it,  snatches 
the  wave  toward  the  sky,  tugs  the  cloud 
toward  the  waters,  and  sets  them  spinning 
clasped  in  a  divine  embrace. 

The  first  thing,  then,  is  to  see.  The  core 
of  all  creation  in  art  lies  in  that.  You 
have  got  to  see  or  you  are  damned.  But 
it  is  not  this  faculty  so  much  which  sepa- 
rates the  artist  from  his  fellows  as  the 
faculty  of  going  on  seeing.  A  very  great 
number  of  us  see,  but,  as  the  author  only 
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too  well  knows,  the  cry  goes  up  :  "  If  I 
could  only  hold  it !  "  That's  just  it.  First, 
we  don't  see  clear  enough  and,  second, 
can't  go  on  seeing  clear  enough.  And 
that  is  precisely  where  my  trouble  begins. 
Of  all  I  see — and  I  see  morning,  noon  and 
night,  so  much  that  the  mere  prospect  of 
fixing,  did  I  possess  an  ever-unerring  eye, 
such  quantity  and  variety  on  to  paper 
makes  me  droop  with  weariness — so  little 
seems  likely  to  come  apt  to  the  hand. 
Why  ?  Because  I  don't  see  it  both  clear 
and  long  enough.  Sometimes  I  exhaust 
myself  by  snatching  at  it.  Sometimes, 
very  vainly,  I  stalk  it  ;  only  to  find  it  isn't 
what  I  thought  it  was  or  isn't  where  I 
thought  it  was — so  that  I  have  to  approach 
it  differently.  Nowadays,  grown  more 
cunning,  I  often  turn  my  back  and  pretend 
I  don't  see  it  at  all  in  the  hopes  that  I  shall, 
by  some  queer  prestidigitation  of  an  extra- 
ordinary universe,  find  myself  ne.Ter  to  it 
when  I  next  turn  round  :  functioning  of 
the  subconscious,  I  suppose,  or  a  new  light 
thrown  by  something  in  life. 

Now  of  all  instabilities  the  abstract  idea 
is  the  most  elusive.  Let  me  meet  Mr. 
Bertie  Wilkins  in  the  train  to  Sandown 
Park  and  I'll  project,  if  he  has  an  appeal 
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for  me,  your  complete  Cockney  "  bookie  " 
onto  paper  without  appreciable  delay. 
Grant  me  the  suggestion  of  some  ironic  or 
pitiable  incident  in  life — more  especially 
in  surroundings  having  a  definite  character, 
at  a  cafe,  in  a  regiment  or  before  a  vestry 
meeting — and  I  warrant  that,  if  I  have  seen 
at  all,  I'll  spin  you  a  yarn  and  that  quickly. 
But  the  abstract  idea  is  different.  In 
the  character  or  incident  you  have  the 
symbol  of  the  idea  already  coalescent. 
And  if  you  wonder  what  I  am  up  to  talk- 
ing about  symbol  in  a  story  concerning 
Albert  Wilkins  and  the  Old  Firm,  let  me 
inform  you  here  and  now  that  there  never 
was  a  story  which  wasn't  a  parable. 
Every  tale  is  but  parable.  Literature  deals 
with  the  adventures  of  Mansoul  in  the 
universe  and  nothing  exists  of  itself  in 
literature  outside  its  relation  to  Mansoul. 
Madame  Bovary  is  a  spiritual  romance  in 
which  parable  has  reached  its  climax. 
One  remembers — to  take  the  least  of 
examples — the  slippers  "  en  satin  rose, 
hordees  de  cygne  "  which  Emma  wore  dur- 
ing her  affair  with  Leon.  Do  not  they 
symbolize  the  life  she  wished  to  lead  : 
that  of  a  futile  rich  and  romantic  puppet — 
the  life  of  the  worst  of  the  fashionable,  in 
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short  r  Alas  !  the  lust  to  be  a  woman  of 
fashion  was  but  the  least  of  her  illusions  ! 
"  //  y  avait  sur  la  cheminee^  entre  les  cande- 
labres^  deux  de  ces  grandes  coquilles  roses^  ou 
Von  entend  le  bruit  de  la  mer  quand  on 
les  applique  a  son  Oreille^  Piteous  and 
ironic  witnesses  of  the  gradual  inflam- 
mation of  Emma's  adulterous  desires  ! 
Closeted  in  this  room,  far  from  the  sea, 
was  she  not- — had  she  but  realized  it — 
indulging  with  her  lover  in  mere  "  cham- 
bering and  wantonness  "  whose  littleness 
bore  to  real  passion  no  more  relation  than 
the  dry  whispering  of  that  pair  of  shells 
bore  to  the  sonorities  of  the  multitudinous 
deep  ?  Do  not  think  that  I  strain  after 
meanings  not  intended.  I  do  not,  who 
know  very  well  what  distinguishes  the 
master  is  a  sort  of  harmonious  inclusive- 
ness  whereby  at  one  stroke  a  whole  series 
of  overtones  and  undertones  is  set  up. 
The  austerity  of  all  great  writ'^rs  from 
Sophocles  to  Flaubert  (more  austere  than 
he  appears)  is  not,  as  the  professors  would 
have  it,  an  exclusive  austerity  but  an 
inclusive  :  their  choice  is  ever  what  will 
say  most,  not  least.  For  the  completed 
act  resembles  life  in  that  from  its  colossal 
rhythm     the     audience     can     disentangle 
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whatever,  after  the  first  shock  of  recog- 
nition of  the  general  truth,  temperament, 
feeling  for  implication  and  skill  suggest. 
Has  not  Goethe  recorded  that  he  did  not 
always  realize  either  the  sum  or  the  par- 
ticular   of    what    his    writing    implied  ? 
Remember  there  is  not  only  a  sense  be- 
yond words  and  beyond  what  is  subtler, 
rhythm,  but  a  sense   beyond  symbol.     I 
must  confess  that  when  I  hear — as  only 
too  often  I  have  heard — persons,  popularly 
supposed  to  be  "  in  the  know,"  prattling 
about  the  craft,  I  have  been  more  often 
than  not  struck  by  their  disgusting  ignor- 
ance not  only  of  the  deeper  mysteries  of 
the  artist's  task  but  even  of  the  fact  that 
such  mysteries  exist.     "  Excellent  work,"" 
says  Goethe,  "  is  unfathomable^  approach  it 
how  we  mayr     But  that  is  no  excuse  for  a 
complete  blindness  as  to  its  depth  or  in  any 
sense  a  deterrent  to  the  true  seeker.     The 
cosmos  itself,  of  which  art  is  only  a  work- 
ing thought-model,  is  unfathomable  ;   but 
that    does    not    prevent    the    philosopher 
from  attempting  to  take  some  sounding  of 
it.     It  is  not  enough  to  look  over  a  work  of 
art.     An  attempt  should  be  made  to  see 
into  it.     What  is  a  story  ?     It  is  a  section 
—so  to  speak — of  the  film  of  life  dipped 
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in  the  temperamental  consciousness  of 
the  author.  Such  a  consciousness  acts 
as  a  sort  of  developer,  which,  in  the 
photographer's  term,  "  brings  up  "  this  or 
that  property  in  relation  to  another  or 
others.  The  consciousness  of  the  greatest 
artist  is  so  intense  as  to  "  bring  up  "  many 
relations  hitherto  unperceived.  In  the 
arrangement  of  the  relations  there  is  dis- 
covered a  rhythm.  What  establishes 
rhythm  ?  Or  rather — to  gain  in  pre- 
cision what  we  lose  in  clarity — why  does 
it  move  in  this  fashion  and  no  other  ? 
Because  it  is  governed  by  the  incidence  of 
Law,  which  exists  not  of  itself,  save  as  an 
almost  theological  abstraction,  but  is  only 
a  name  given  to  our  identification  of 
certain  (as  far  as  we  know)  invariable 
sequences  in  the  showing  forth.  Thus 
Art  and  Science  have  an  identical  end  : 
the  exposition  of  Law  in  rhythm.  A 
bold  statement  ?  Well,  I  will  risk  it,  who 
am  as  weary  of  the  sight  of  critics,  pro- 
fessional and  unprofessional,  lingering  in 
timidity,  laziness  or  sheer  bewilderment 
about  the  bounds  of  this  supposed  terra 
i7icog7iita  as  I  am  of  the  professors  at 
battle,  brandishing  broomsticks  of  loose 
phrases,   in   its   midst.     Art   is   discovery. 
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Discovery  is  knowledge.  Art  for  Ethic's 
sake  and  Art  for  Art's  sake,  with  their 
attendant  Puritanical  or  Satanical  twaddle 
and  pose,  have  plagued  us  too  long. 
"  All  that  is  great,''"'  says  Goethe,  "  contri- 
butes to  our  education.''''  To  our  educa- 
tion ! — not  then  to  our  ethical  education 
only.  Nor  may  we  judge  that  knowledge- 
in-isolation  (Art  for  Art's  sake)  is  the  end 
of  Art.  Such  an  isolation  is  not  an 
affirmation  of  the  justification  of  Art. 
but  its  negation.  Absolute  and  abstract 
Beauty  (save  perhaps  in  Total  Rhythm, 
which  is  the  sum  of  things)  does  not  exist. 
Art  springs  from  rich  life  and  goes  to 
enrich  life — it  has  no  other  origin  and 
certainly  no  other  end.  But  what  is  this 
talk  of  Law  in  rhythm  ?  What  is  your 
authority  ?  I  care  nothing  whatever  for 
authorities,  who  am  prone  to  start  from 
the  work  of  Art  itself  and  its  subjective 
effect  upon  the  audience.  But  if  you 
must  have  an  authority,  hear  Goethe 
(when  are  the  English  going  to  begin  to  read 
him  ?  The  English  have  shut  their  Byron — 
bad  cess  to  them  ! — but  Goethe  is  yet  un- 
opened) :  "  7 he  Beautiful  is  a  manifestation 
of  the  secret  laws  of  nature,  which,  without 
its  presence,  would  never  have  been  revealed^ 
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Let  me  then  state  with  as  much  chal- 
lenge as  possible — in  England,  and  I 
hazard  in  the  United  States  also,  only  the 
clamour  of  a  thousand  outraged  Tyros  ever 
rouses  the  professional — that  I  have  ab- 
solutely no  doubt  what  art  is  and  how  it 
works  and  what  its  function  is.  Nor  have 
I  yet  discovered  any  objection  which  can 
put  my  tlieory  out  of  action — I  call  it  *  my  ' 
theory,  though  its  skeleton  was  given  me  by  a 
psychologist.^  When  I  do  I  shall  give  up 
talking  my  theory,  adopt  the  other  fellow's 
without  wasting  time  or  backing  up  my 
ignorance  by  my  conceit  according  to  the 
professional  canons,  and  continue,  if  life 
allow  it,  endeavouring  to  create  works  of 
art  since,  in  point  of  fact,  I  intensely 
dislike  the  cackle — I,  whose  heart  is  ever 
sworn  to  the  'osses.  For  cackle  takes  you 
nowhere,  while  'osses  are  very  pretty  exer- 
cise and  highly  explorative.  Some  day 
I'll  throw  the  theory  neatly  worked  out 

1  The  full  import  of  the  theory  seems  to  have  escaped 
the  psychologist  himself — though  the  fact  that  the  originator 
of  the  theory  is  a  psychologist  probably  accounts  for  the 
unusual  nature  of  the  import,  which  is  that  '  beauty  '  is  not 
something  inherent  in  the  object,  but  is  a  name  for  the 
subjective  state  of  the  person  who  apprehends  the  object. 
Nothing  is  beautiful  in  itself :  it  is  only  so  in  relation  to 
the  senses,  and  these  senses  are  not  equally  dcvelojicd  and 
trained  in  all  individuals.     Relativity  once  again. 
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onto  paper  and  then,  when  it  is  repudiated 
or  accepted  by  the  five  or  six  psychologists^ 
(not  metaphysicians)  whose  judgment  I 
trust,  stick  to  'osses  for  evermore.  Mean- 
while, lest  some  other  lively  lad  appropriate 
my  theory,  let  me  briefly  project  its 
general  outline  here  : 

I.  Art  and  Science  have  the  same  end — 
the  discovery  of  Truth  (which  is 
Law  in  rhythm).  The  discovery  of 
Truth  deepens  Man's  consciousness. 
Art  therefore  exists  to  deepen  man's 
consciousness.  (And  if  anybody  can 
find  a  better  reason  for  continuing  to 
exist  upon  earth  than  the  enjoyment 
of  deepening  the  consciousness  in 
action  and  contemplation,  I  shall  be 
infinitely  obliged  to  him.) 

II.  Truth  is  the  observation  of  series.     A 

series  can  be  observed  in  two  ways 
— impersonally  as  under  the  eye 
of  Science,  which  aims  at  detecting 
series  and  calls  the  detection  of  such 
a  series  Law,  or  personally  as  with 
the  eye  of  Art. 

III.  Science  seeks  to  construct  a  working 

^  As  one  hundred  years  hence  Chemistry  will  have  dis- 
appeared in  Biology  and  Physics,  so  likewise  will  Metaphysics, 
save  as  a  somewhat  academic  categorical  criticism  of  the 
methods  of  Science,  have  disappeared  in  Psychology. 
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thought-model  ^  of  the  universe  in 
the  abstract,  Art  in  the  concrete. 

IV.  Science  seeks  to  give  us  the  laws  dis- 
entangled from  the  process  of  opera- 
tion, Art  to  body  them  forth  in 
actual  operation. 
V.  The  Method  of  Art  is  Emotional 
Recognition,  Synthetic  Projection, 
and  Verification-through-cmotion  in 
the  subjective  of  the  Audience. 

VI.  Projection  in  V.  involves  the  use  of 
symbol  and  analogy. 

Now,  Albert  Wilkins  in  Albert  JVilkin 
and  the  Old  Firm  is  easily  verifiable.  The 
very  cut  of  his  clothes,  carefully  and 
vividly  presented  to  us,  supplies  us  with  an 
emotional  verification  of  the  story's  drift, 
which  is,  say,  that  our  "  bookie  "  ruined 
the  firm  by  that  very  lack  of  an  aesthetic 
sense,  visible  in  the  cut  of  his  clothes, 
when,  unable  to  recognize  a  masterpiece 
of  Rembrandt  in  a  portrait  "  by  aii  artist 
unknown,"  he  refused  to  accept  this  work 
as  payment  for  a  heavy  debt.  But  when  an 
abstract  idea  is  protagonist  in  a  philosophic 
conte  the  matter  is  by  no  means  so  simple. 

'  The  phrase,  "a  working  thought-model,"  was  originated 
by  J-  Arthur  Thomson,  Regius  Professor  of  Natural  History 
in  the  University  of  Aberdeen. 
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We  have  lately  seen  an  attempt  at  the 
philosophic  conte  carried  out  by  one  of  the 
most  skilful  writers  alive  :  Andre  Gide. 
Yet  it  has  seemed  to  me  that,  wonderful 
tour  de  force  as  is  Promethee  Mal-enchaine^ 
it  cannot  be  pronounced  a  final  success, 
since  idea  and  symbol  do  not  sufficiently 
coincide.  (Let  me  instance  how  the 
author  has  confused  the  wholly  admirable 
eagle  story  with  the  tale  of  the  miglion- 
aire^s  ^20.)  M.  Gide  is,  perhaps,  con- 
scious of  a  partial  failure,  for  he  has  added 
at  the  tale's  conclusion  a  short  and  smiling 
fable  in  which  Pasiphae  brings  the  book 
to  a  close  with  the  words :  "  If  Zeus  had 
done  his  share  I  should  have  produced  a 
Dioscurus :  thanks  to  this  animal  I  have 
only  brought  forth  a  calf."  How  pre- 
carious, then,  is  this  undertaking  where 
such  a  craftsman  may  fail  !  And  yet, 
completely  apart  from  any  problems  as  to 
the  wherefore  and  how  of  art,  aside  from 
the  question  of  the  attraction  of  that  which 
wriggles,  how  necessary  symbol  is  !  Con- 
sider the  extreme  disrelish  of  Mr.  Brown 
for  the  philosophic.  "  Philosophy,"  says 
he ;  "  that's^the  art  of  being  happy,  isn't 
it  ?  "  and  accordingly  feels  anything  but 
obliged   when,   on    plunging    into    it,   he 
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finds  himself  anything  but  happy  in  head, 
which  aches,  and  heart,  which  probably, 
so  far  as  head  has  been  able  to  bring  it 
any  information  at  all,  aches  yet  harder. 
And  yet  philosophy  is  necessary.  Indeed 
the  highest  works  of  art  ever  involve 
philosophic  concepts,  abstract  ideas— 1 
instance  the  justice  of  the  gods  {Prome- 
theus Bound,  King  Lear).  And  did  it  not 
by  the  very  nature  of  things  enter  into 
some  works  of  art  of  its  own  accord  in 
consequence  of  the  subject-matter,  there 
would  still  be  a  need  for  some  artists  to 
escape  from  Albert  Wilkins  and  the  Old 
Firm  toward  more  abstract  and  general- 
ized themes  or  the  wish  to  project  some 
definite  wide  philosophic  view — I  instance 
Milton's  wish  ''  to  justify  God's  ways  to 
man  "  with  Paradise  Lost.  But  alas ! 
Philosophy,  the  most  generous  of  the 
Muses,  has  promised  too  much  to  Mr. 
Brown,  who,  unable  to  pinch  between 
finger  and  thumb  the  body  of  the  moon  of 
Truth,  forgets  to  grant  her  his  thanks  for 
those  impalpable  and  ethereal  beams  she 
everywhere  diffuses.  What  shall  we  do  ? 
We  take  whatever  Philosophy  has  helped 
us  to  see  and,  while  she  smiles  a  trifle  sadly, 
project   it   upon   a   screen   in   such   little 
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coloured  figures  as  will  attract  more  atten- 
tion than  ever  so  pure  a  white  effulgence. 
These  antics  upon  the  screen  we  call  a 
fable.  And,  because  we  are  artists,  we 
make  that  fable  not  a  mere  allegory — 
fewer  yet  would  read  it  than  will  now 
were  it  so  much  a  thing-of-mere-outline- 
containing-the-white  as  allegory.  Ac- 
cordingly we  have  to  adjust  the  philo- 
sophic truth  to  the  truth  of  fable  (the 
correct  discovery  of  Law  in  rhythm). 
The  truth  of  neither  must  be  sacrificed 
to  the  other.  In  the  non-philosophic 
(at  least  not  directly  philosophic)  tales, 
Mansoul  or  Womansoul,  readily  appre- 
hended as  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Robinson  of 
Streatham,  adventures  among  symbols 
which  are  as  readily  apprehended  as  them- 
selves, first  because  such  symbols  are 
objects  daily  encountered  (slippers  or 
shells),  and  secondly,  because  such  symbols 
are  easy  of  interpretation  or  could  exist 
merely  as  a  general  symbolization  without 
need  of  particular.  (Thus  the  slippers  and 
shells  in  that  liaison  scene  of  Madame 
Bovary  symbolize  in  a  general  sense  the 
all-round  second-rateness  of  Emma,  who 
enjoyed  these  things — the  story  expressly 
states  she  enjoyed  them — without  realizing 
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that  their  very  aesthetic  inadequacy  bore 
witness  to  her  own  spiritual  inadequacy.) 
But  when  a  philosophic  concept  is  to 
become  one  of  the  protagonists  (Goodas- 
ameans  =  Mrs.  Brown)  what  difficulties 
must  we  encounter  !  The  most  famous  of 
symbols  fail  us — not  least  because  of  their 
fame.  It  were  safe,  a  man  might  hazard, 
to  use  such  a  symbol  as  Prometheus.  All 
would  understand  what  was  intended. 
But  no  !  to  one  he  is  as  Christ,  to  another 
Mephistopheles,  to  another  Thomas  Alva 
Edison.  It  may  be  objected  that  this  is 
but  one  man's  philosophic  view  of  him 
— since  one  reader  will  regard  Milton's 
Satan  as  mere  perverse  evil  and  another  as 
the  true  hero  of  Paradise  Lost.  No — for 
one  or  other  would  form  this  opinion  as 
the  story  of  Prometheus  unfolded.  Our 
difficulty,  then,  is  to  find  an  adeqate  symbol 
with  which  to  commence — a  symbol  all 
shall  understand  as  precisely  this  or  that 
idea  and  no  other.  When  we  have  found 
it,  it  must  remain  a  constant  in  idea  if  not 
in  title.  Prometheus  may  find  his  name 
changed  to  Satan  as  the  story  proceeds, 
but  his  characteristics  must  not  vary  : 
the  fire  stolen  from  heaven  must  retain 
what   were   originally   adumbrated   as   its 
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heavenly  qualities  though  the  author  may- 
insinuate  that  the  fire  might  more  aptly 
be  named  the  fire  of  hell.  In  the  main- 
taining, then,  of  a  given  symbol  as  a 
constant,  v^ill  the  chief  difiiculty  consist. 
Recalling  now  the  wriggle,  that  I  said  was 
for  me  the  characteristic  of  the  abstract 
idea,  you  will  begin  to  glimpse  quite 
what  an  impetuosity  of  hand,  quite 
what  a  tenacity  of  grip  must  mark  any 
attempted  handling  of  the  philosophic 
conte.  But  even  this  is  not  the  total  difii- 
culty. In  addition  to  the  hazard  attend- 
ant on  presenting  a  precise  idea  under  so 
general  a  symbol  as,  say,  the  Fire-giver 
there  lies  m  wait  much  perplexity  in  the 
working  out.  For  it  isn't,  mark  you, 
possible,  as  often  in  poetry,  just  to  give 
a  symbol  and  leave  it.  That  general 
symbol  has  got  to  be  worked  out  into  the 
particular.  Here  let  me  abandon  Pro- 
metheus and  choose  a  new  example.  The 
two  most  famous  lines  in  Shelley's  Adonais 
are  : 

"  Life,  like  a  dome  of  many-coloured  glass, 
Stains  the  white  radiance  of  Eternity." 

How  admirable  that  is  in  a  general  sense  ! 
Now  take  up  the  position  of  a  man  writing 
2 
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a  philosophic  conte  and  endeavour  to  use 
the  symbol  in  the  particular.  Let  us  say 
that  you  have  arranged  for  three  seraphim 
to  build  this  dome — Faith,  Hope  and 
Charity,or  Winkin,Blinkin  and  Nod,  or  the 
Conscious,  Subconscious  and  Unconscious 
— now  what,  under  these  various  circum- 
stances, would  the  bricks  of  glass  sym- 
bolize ?  In  all  stories,  alack,  one  eventu- 
ally comes  down  to  the  bricks.  And 
nothing  is  more  tiresome  or  falls  less 
aptly  to  the  hand  in  the  philosophic  conte. 
Story  and  idea  must  everywhere  coincide 
down  to  the  particular — yet  there  must 
be  a  power  of  suggestion  both  in  the 
particular  and  in  the  general,  or  the  work 
will  not  be  a  live  thing.  The  secret  of  the 
philosophic  conte  is  to  take  the  handicap 
of  symbol  and  make  of  it  an  advantage. 

Although  the  want  of  precision  about 
the  figure  of  Prometheus  may  trouble  us, 
consider  the  power  of  suggestio'^  within 
that  figure  !  It  is  because  of  this  power 
of  suggestion  that  the  Greek  mythology 
will  never  be  outworn.  For  this  reason  I 
cannot  but  be  surprised  when  I  note,  as 
I  have  noted,  such  an  Englishman  as 
Harold  Monro  and  a  whole  tribe  of 
young  American  writers  inveighing  against 
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the  use  of  classical  mythology  in  modern 
poetry.  Once  more  let  Goethe  point  the 
way,  this  time  with  one  of  his  best  known 
aphorisms,  but  one  of  which  both  Harold 
Monro  and  the  Traction-Engine  School  of 
Poetry  seem  ignorant :  "  The  spectacle  of 
life  is  always  new  because  the  spectators 
are  always  new."  Not  for  nothing  did 
the  Ancients  feign  that  the  gods  possess 
immortality,  that  the  gods  can  change  their 
shapes.  What  are  gods  but  the  projection 
of  man's  dream  ? — which  will  change 
when  the  consciousness  of  man  undergoes 
a  total  change  and  then  and  not  till  then. 
But  if  this  statement  cannot  be  felt 
poetically  to  be  true,  let  it  be  understood 
scientifically  by  a  reading  of  Frazer's 
Golden  Bough,  wherein  the  unity  in 
variety  of  myth  is  demonstrated,  followed 
by  a  reading  of  Jung's  Psychology  of  the 
Unconscious^  which  tells  us  why  this  uni- 
formity exists-dream  being  but  a  pro- 
jection in  symbol  of  the  desires  of  the  sub- 
conscious. How  Apollo  must  smile  when 
he  hears  these  crickets  chirrup  !  Once 
again  it  is  a  question  of  sight.  When  the 
Pullman  car,  the  motor-bus  or  the  aero- 
plane has  become  as  important  a  factor  in 
man's  consciousness  as  the  abstract  forces 
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(the  Promethean  spirit)  of  which  they  are 
among  the  minor  by-products,  then  I  will 
join  in  singing  about  them  :  the  greater 
includes  the  less.  What  is  wrong  with 
so  much  poetry  to-day  is  that  it  cannot 
dissociate  itself  from  the  record  of  com- 
paratively trivial  emotions.  When  I  hear 
the  hammer  of  the  giant,  I  will  turn  my 
head.  At  present  I  only  hear  the  planing 
of  town  canes  or  whittling  of  country 
walking-sticks  —  the  poets  preparing  for 
the  weekly  promenade  with  a  new  mood 
or  fancy  tucked  under  the  arm.  No 
subject  is  outworn.  That  is  the  first 
thing  to  understand.  Why  does  no  man 
— I  except  Robert  Graves — write  a  good 
cradle  song  ^  Who  will  speak  of  harvest  ? 
These  things  are  as  new  as  when  Eve 
nursed  Cain  while  Adam  wielded  the 
sickle.  Nestle's  milk  has  not  altered  the 
emotion  of  motherhood  or  the  reaping  and 
binding  machine  abolished  the  triumph  of 
harvest-home.  Man  is  not  less  a  hero  than 
he  was  or  life  any  more  explicable  or  less 
beautiful  and  mysterious,  though  North- 
cliffe  be  a  portent  to  set  the  stars  gapmg 
and  the  smoke  of  industrialism  make  us 
wonder  whether  Prometheus  is  as  black 
as  he  has  painted  himself.     In  short,  the 
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cosmos  is,  to  all  but  milksops,  if  anything 
more  absorbing  than  ever.  But  changes  ? 
— no,  it  has  not  changed  as  far  as  art  is 
concerned — for  art  remains  what  it  was  : 
the  discovery  of  personal  truth  through 
the  emotional  consciousness  of  man.  Get 
rid  of  the  human  factor  and  then  speak  to 
me  of  the  New  Poetry.  If  the  poetry  of 
to-day  is  little,  if  it  does  not  deepen  and 
widen  consciousness  in  any  intensity  or 
extent,  this  can  but  be  because  the  hearts 
of  those  who  make  it  are  little  and  lack 
intensity  and  extent — not  because  the 
Greek  mythology  is  outworn  any  more 
than  because — to  turn  about  upon  the 
academic — the  Pullman  car,  the  motor- 
bus  and  the  aeroplane  are  "  essentially 
unpoetical."  Most  of  the  Enghsh  poets 
of  to-day  ^  display  but  little  capacity  for 
general    idea.     And    why    this    paucity  ? 

1  Ralph  Hodgson  is  a  notable  exception  : 

"  Reason  has  moons,  but  moons  not  hers 
Lie  mirrored  in  her  sea, 
Confounding  her  astronomers 
But,  oh  1    delighting  me  " 
he  sings.     That  is  a  general  idea  beautifully  and  daringly 
expressed.     The  So«j^  0/ //o«o«/-,  too,  has  greatness.     What 
these  poets,  of  course,  fear  is  sentimentality  (though  most 
of  them  have  a  new  sentimentality  of  which  they  are  quite 
unconscious),  and  Hodgson  does  not  altogether  escape  it, 
and  a  certain  looseness  and  washiness  of  phrase   that  it 
engenders.     But  that  is  no  excuse  for  not  daring. 
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Because  either  they  genuinely  do  not 
possess  it  or  lack  that  germ  of  daring,' 
bidding  them  to  be  bold  enough  to  pro- 
ject it,  which  is  essential  to  the  artist. 
For  without  a  germ  of  daring  no  consider- 
able talent  is  conceivable.  Which  brings 
me  to 

The  Smile  of  the  Sphinx. 

In  this  story  I  resolved  to  dare.  Here 
my  Muse  has  stretched  her  wing  as  in  no 
work  hitherto.  In  this  story  I  seek  to 
bring  to  light  the  very  justification,  as  I 
see  it,  of  life  itself  :  no  humble  ambition. 
I  thank  whatever  freak  of  destiny  it  was 
that  granted  me,  if  few  other  gifts,  at 
least  a  germ  of  daring  with  which  to  dare 
assay  to  express  the  terrible  joy  I  feel  in 
life  and  by  this  act  my  thankfulness  to  the 
Spirit  that  granted  it.  Yes,  here  at  last  I 
begin  to  say,  or  so  it  seems  to  me,  what  I 
have  so  wished  to  say  through  ten  years  of 

*  Again  an  exception,  T.  S.  Eliot.  The  precision, 
variety  and  clarity  with  which  he  exposes  what  he  takes 
to  be  the  fatal  bankruptcy  of  Western  spiritual  and  sensuous 
life  to-day,  as  contrasted  with  what  he  takes  life  (via  the 
poets)  to  have  been  in  the  past,  displays  a  profound  capacity 
for  general  idea.  In  this  he  links  up  with  a  great  prose- 
master,  James  Joyce.  In  them  and  in  Dorothy  Richardson 
mental  subjectivism  reaches  its  limit. 
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such  intensity  of  experience  as  ^^'ould  make 
my  life  were  I  sufficiently  gifted  to  relate 
"  what  manner  of  thing  it  was  "  appear,  in 
Sir  Thomas  Browne's  words,  "  a  miracle." 
For,  seemingly  unlike  most  of  my  con- 
temporaries, I  am  not  disappointed,  I  am 
not  disillusioned — a  fact  possibly  worth 
recording,  not  because  I  am  less  or  more 
than  they,  but  because  even  one  ex- 
ception may  encourage  those  who,  like 
myself,  if  not  like  the  contemporaries 
referred  to,  are  inclined  to  believe  that 
the  hour  of  Prometheus  is  at  hand.  For 
such  an  end,  for  the  declaration^of  such  a 
personal  truth,  has  T^he  Smile  of  the^S-phinx 
come  into  being. 

Sir  Perseus  and  the  Fair  Andromeda. 

This  is  the  slightest  of  the  three  tales.' 
I  made  this  tale  as  an  inhabitant  of  Heart- 
break House  for  the  inhabitants  of  Heart  - 

*  I  would  have  the  judicious  note  that,  though  all  three 
stories  are  Romances  of  Idea,  each  is  of  a  different  genre  : 
a  feat  worth  attempting  by  a  newcomer  to  the  fascinating 
and  laborious  act  of  prose.  I  have  but  a  moderate  opinion 
of  those  who  confine  themselves  to  one  medium  and  one 
genre.  One  of  the  signs  of  the  considerable  artist  is  his 
power  to  work  inside  the  limits  of  a  variety  of  media.  Too 
many  modern  writers  lack  elasticity.  One  should  at  least 
endeavour  to  achieve  variety. 
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break  House.  It  is  an  extremely  sophisti- 
cated parable,  ending  with  that  skilfully 
tender  and  ironic  disillusion  which  is  the 
last  and  sweetest  thrill  enjoyed  by  those 
who  never  had  the  courage,  hardihood  or, 
as  they  might  say,  stupidity  to  dare  the 
utmost.  The  themes  here  are  triple  and 
the  fun  has  been  in  weaving  them  to- 
gether. 

The  first  and  main  theme  is  the  contrast 
between  Romantic  Mediaevalism  and 
Romantic  Hellenism,  the  second  the  con- 
trast of  Northern  and  Southern  sentiment, 
and  the  third  a  variation  on  the  old  song, 
Nous  sommes  toujours  en  retour  .  .  .  etc. 
Here  the  identification  of  abstract  idea 
with  symbol  wasn't  nearly  so  hard  as  in  The 
Smile  of  the  Sphinx.  I  simply  purloined  the 
old  fable  of  Perseus  and  Andromeda,  seeing 
the  third  theme  first.  Then,  once  I  had 
envisaged  Sir  Perseus — and  this  was  the 
pure  chance  dreaming  of  a  delicioualy  mis- 
chievous and  exciting  morning  over  a 
pencil  that  roughed  out  the  main  lines — 
the  castellated  barque,  Camelot  and  the 
journey  to  Camelot,  which  I  more  enjoyed 
writing  than  any  other  part  of  the  story, 
followed  by  instinct.  Yet,  written  for 
Heartbreak  House  as  it  is,  the  attitude 
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implied  in  the  story  is  one  that  hints  at  a 
solution  of  the  difficulties  of  the  inhabi- 
tants of  Heartbreak  House.  Once  again 
the  Will-to-enjoy-in-action  is  pointed  at 
as  Andromeda  parades  her  Aristotlean 
dance.  No  good  comes  of  shouting  or 
waving  outside  Heartbreak  House — the 
windows  are  all  shut  and  so  carefully 
glazed  are  the  panes  that  the  inhabitants 
can  but  observe  their  own  reflections.  So 
Truth  insinuates  herself  in  her  delightful 
nudity,  passing  herself  off  as  a  classical 
dancer — for  classical  dancing,  as  opposed 
to  classical  action,  is  fashionable  in  that 
benighted  abode.  Yet  here  we  only  hint 
at  a  useful  truth  in  passing.  Those  whom 
the  description  of  the  dance  interests  may 
care  to  know  that  most  of  the  information 
concerning  the  nature  of  the  classical 
dance  was  gathered  from  Diana  Watt's 
Renaissance  of  the  Greek  Ideal,  a  fine  book 
and  a  magnificent  rebuke  to  the  accus- 
tomed volumes  or  articles  on  the  Greek 
dance  which  are,  only  too  often,  a 
horrible  mixture  of  loose  thought, 
covert  lubricity  and  sentimentalism. 
This  is  the  slightest  and  lightest,  if  the 
most  carefully  elaborated  written,  of  the 
tales. 
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Golgotha  isf  Co. 

In  Golgotha  ^  Co.  i  definitely  leave 
Heartbreak  House  to  plunge  into  the 
hideous  mixed  world  of  Northcliffes, 
Beaverbrooks,  and  of  the  more  accom- 
plished, though  no  less  perturbing, 
Batesons  and  other  apostles  of  Science- 
with-a-Cat-o'-nine-tails.  I  am  aware  that 
this  fable  of  a  Second  Coming  has  been 
treated  before — the  most  exalted  instance 
being  Dostoievsky's  Legend  of  the  Grand 
Inquisitor  in  the  Brothers  Karamozov. 
But  a  fable  is  what  you  make  of  it,  and  I  am 
busy  trying  to  deepen  consciousness  in  a 
direction  other  than  that  achieved  by  the 
marvellous  Russian.  Indeed,  in  the  first 
place,  I  am  not,  I  hope,  such  a  fool  as  to 
try  conclusions  with  the  greatest  novelist 
who  ever  lived,  and,  in  the  second,  it  will  be 
seen  that  identical  in  basis  as  the  stories 
must  be  (since  pure  Christianity  has  al- 
ways, does  now  and  will  always  imply  some 
conflict  between  itself  and  Authority),  my 
aim  being  mainly  social  and  political,  is 
entirely  other  than  Dostoievsky's,  which 
is  almost  exclusively  ethical.  Moreover, 
where  the  themes,  in  so  far  as  they  do 
coincide,     namely,    over    Authority,    are 
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identical,  I  take  up  an  attitude  entirely 
opposed  to  that  which  would  seem  to  be 
suggested  by  Dostoievsky.  In  Dostoiev- 
sky's story  Christ  returns  to  earth  at  the 
time  of  the  Spanish  Inquisition,  is  con- 
demned to  be  burned  for  the  performing 
of  a  miracle  and  is  interviewed  and  finally 
released  by  the  Grand  Inquisitor,  who 
had  condemned  Him  for  the  good  of 
humanity.  The  dispute  is  entirely  eth- 
ical :  a  circumstance  which  raises  the 
story  to  a  sublimity  which  I  could  never 
reach  and  indeed  have  not  essayed  to 
reach.  The  argument  of  the  Grand 
Inquisitor  is  that  man  is  not  fit  for  free 
choice  between  good  and  evil,  that  Christ 
is  cruel  in  imposing  such  a  choice  on  man, 
and  that  the  Grand  Inquisitor  and  his 
Jesuits  are  the  real  Christs  since  they  know 
the  weakness  of  man  and,  making  allow- 
ance for  it,  endure  the  Universal  Nay 
while  providing  ordinary  man  with  a 
comfortable  religion  founded  on  Authority 
and  making  use  of  such  Illusion  as  the 
psychological  relief  of  an  absolution  after 
confession.  In  my  story  the  basis  of 
dispute  is  much  more  general  and  the 
point  of  view  is  entirely  opposite,  since  I 
think  it  can  hardly  be  doubted  that  Ivan 
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tells  the  story  to  question  Christ's  ethical 
right    to   impose    such    a    choice    and    to 
demonstrate   the  grandeur   and   the  self- 
sacrifice  present  in  Authority.     Now,  as, 
in  the  general  way  of  speech,  a  Liberal,  that 
is,  one  ever  on  the  side  of  the  variational 
as  opposed  to  the  conservative  forces  in 
Evolution,     I     cannot     but    find    myself 
entirely  opposed  to  what  appears  to  me 
self-constituted  Authority.     For  me  that 
civilization  should  be  kept  "  ticking  over  " 
like  a  motor-bicycle  engine  and  that  we 
should   attempt   nothing   better   for   fear 
we  let  ourselves  in  for  something  worse  is 
the  most  despicable  of  doctrines.     I  prize 
courage   above   all  other  virtues.     There 
will   always   be   sufficient   dolts   (however 
lovable)    to    impede    discovery    and    the 
enlargement    of   consciousness.     One   has 
only  to  look  at  the  world  to-day  to  see  that. 
Here  are  we  at  a  point  in  history  when 
Thought  and  Organization  have  reached  a 
height  of  development  for  good  or  ill  which 
completely  beggars  every  other  age,  and 
the  world  at  large  is  still  firmly  convinced 
that  it  has  no  situation  to  rise  to.     There- 
fore I  am  now  and  for  ever  with  Faust 
the  Experimentalist  and  Prometheus  the 
Creator.     Indeed,    as    a    young    artist,    I 
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couldn't  be  anything  else,  and  it  is  worth 
notice  in  passing  that  Anatole  France, 
Sovereign  Disillusionist  in  literature  (the 
pessimism  of  the  Russians  is  nothing  to  his 
— for  theirs  is  the  pessimism  of  faith  on 
trial  and  his  of  faith  with  its  hands  folded 
over  smiling  stomach)  is  not  a  disillusionist 
in  life  or,  even,  at  long  last  in  literature 
or  he  would  not  publish  the  record  of 
his  disillusion,  since  if  completely  dis- 
illusioned he  would  no  longer  believe  in 
the  Truth  the  artist  seeks.  Goethe 
suffices  me.  I  have  found  no  wiser 
ancient  or  modern  : 

"  Und  so  lang  du  das  nicht  hast, 
Dieses  Stirb  und  fVerde, 
Bist  du  mir  ein  triiber  Cost 
AuJ  der  schonen  Erde."  ' 

In  an  age  dominated  by  disbelief  and 
detachment  I  rejoice  that  I  can  believe 
and  I  endeavour  not  to  be  detached — not 
detached  even  so  far  as  to  attempt  to 
separate  my  life  and  my  art.  When  I  take 
up  the  pen  I  take  it  as  one  who  would 

^  "  If  not  of  this  rule  possessed 
Of  dying  and  becoming, 
Thou  are  but  a  sorry  guest 
In  this  glad  world  roaming." 

(Translated  by  Paul  Carus.) 
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serve  life.     I  no  more  believe  in  art  for 
art's  sake  than  I  think  the  camel  believes 
in  hump  for  hump's  sake.     To  me  M^hat  is 
sovereign  and  sacred  in  Christ  is  that  He 
did  believe  and  that  He  was  not  detached, 
and   that   is  why  as  far   as   Authority  is 
concerned    I    am    a    Christian.     It    was 
Epictetus  who  bade  us  "  try  to  enjoy  this 
great  festival  of  life  with  other  men^     In 
so  saying  I  find  him  very  much   at   one 
with     Christ      and      against     Authority. 
And    that    is    where    the    theme    of    my 
story    of     Golgotha    iff    Co.    is    in    sharp 
contrast      with      that      of      Dostoievsky. 
Personally    I    consider    that    short    story 
of   the    Russian   one   of    the    greatest — if 
not    the    greatest  —  ever    written.      But 
mark  the  milieu  in  which  he  has  set  it  : 
Spain  at  the  summit  of  the  Inquisition. 
The  question  throughout  is  ethical  :    the 
presence  and  act  of  Christ  seem  to  impugn 
an  Authority  wholly  Ecclesiastical,  rnd  the 
Grand    Inquisitor    endeavours    to   justify 
the  Jesuits  on    ethical   grounds.     To-day 
Christ  is  not  so  much  opposed  to  Ecclesi- 
astical Authority  as  to  Plutocracy  aided  by 
(mis-)applied    Science.     What    threatens 
Christ  to-day  is  not  the  Papal  See  so  much 
as  Port  Sunlight  (most  ironical  of  names). 
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In  the  hour  of  enlightenment  never  was 
liberty  so  threatened  as  it  is  to-day. 
Yesterday  it  was  the  State  of  Bernhardi, 
to-morrow  it  may  be  the  Scientific  State 
of  the  blessed  Bateson  or,  as  I  hint  in  this 
story,  of  Beaverbrook  with  a  bludgeon  in 
one  pocket  and  Bateson,  plus  the  Professor 
of  Applied  Herd-Psychology,  in  the  other. 
Yes,  give  them  their  way  and  man  will  be 
"  crucified  upon  a  cross  of  gold,"  while  the 
successors  of  William  Bateson  ^  and  all  the 
other  opponents  of  Integration  in  Evolu- 
tion," soldiers  of  a  false  science,  cast  lots 
beneath  the  cross,  with  the  very  best  con- 
sciousness of  having  dealt  handsomely  by 
man,  for  what  is  left  of  man's  raiment. 
Yes,  they  will  have  dealt  handsomely  by 
man  these  gentlemen,  the  vulgarian  who 
believes  that  the  kingdom  of  heaven  can 
be  bought  for  cash  -^  and  the  virtuous 
that  consider  it  can  be  forwarded  by 
caste.^  But  "  the  tigers  of  wrath,"  in  the 
words  of  that  Christian,  WiUiam  Blake,  so 

1  See  Biological  Fact  and  the  Structure  of  Society,  by  Sir 
William  Bateson. 

*  Let  us  have  three  of  the  more  notable  names — Karl 
Pearson,  Edgar  Schuster,  and  finally  that  excessively 
mischievous  and  formidable  nincompoop,  lately  exposed 
by  The  New  Republic,  Lothrop  Stoddard. 

'  See  Success,  by  Lord  Beaverbrook. 

»  See  Nature,  27th  .-Vugust  1914. 
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ignorant  beside  William  Bateson,  "  are 
wiser  than  the  horses  of  instruction." 
For  I  believe — and  in  this  belief,  I  hazard, 
many  poets  consciously  or  unconsciously 
share  —  that  "  undirected  "  "  mythic  " 
thinking  is  just  as  important  to  the  future 
of  man  as  "  directed  "  thinking,  indeed  that 
this  form  of  thinking  sometimes  outstrips 
the  "  directed  "  form  and  explores  and 
leads  on  to  regions  which  the  "  directed  " 
afterward  makes  its  own.  The  idea  of 
kinship  of  man  with  Nature  preceded 
Darwin,  the  idea  of  the  brotherhood  of 
man  the  ethnological  discovery  of  root 
races.  Scientists  should  learn  patience 
from  the  Nature  they  study.  Wisdom 
is  justified  of  her  children,  and  even 
poets — so  abhorred  of  the  older-fashioned 
scientist — and  the  poets'  works  have  their 
place  and  function  in  evolution,  nor  has 
Shelley  yet  been  proved  useless  and  a 
liar.^  Where  Truth  is,  Power  is.  The 
truth   of   the   poets,    the   truth   of   great 

*  I  care  not  to  risk  this  speculation  In  the  text,  for  it  is 
beyond  my  argument,  but  I  feel  a  temptation  to  risk  a 
glorious  paradox  :  JVhat  the  poets  sing  to-day,  the  scientists 
■will  assert  to-morrow. 

"  I  saw  Eternity  the  other  night, 
Like  a  great  ring  of  pure  and  endless  light." 
See  Einstein. 
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religious  leaders,  is  not  fashioned  after 
the  manner  of  scientific  truth,  but  it 
has  none  the  less  the  sanction  of  Nature, 
whose  thought  remains  yet  some  furlongs 
ahead  of  even  the  most  hot-foot  of  those 
who  are  impatient  with  her  because  she 
does  not  appear  to  run  wholly  according 
to  their  idea  of  the  rules. 

Therefore  in  the  name  of  St.  Francis,  of 
Blake,  of  Shelley,  cease  you  poets  from 
lounging  beside  the  hedgerows  !  Leave 
your  somewhat  fuddled  loves  and  your 
fretful  disillusions.  Make  your  explora- 
tion not  subjective  but  objective.  Give 
your  thoughts  more  the  quality  of  an 
act.  You  are  the  determinators  of  value, 
you  and  you  alone.  Of  what  value  the 
song  of  the  free  lark  or  the  illusions  of 
troubled  senses  when  man  himself  is 
placing  Man  in  a  cage  ?  Man's  soul,  the 
citadel  of  God,  is  in  danger.  "  The  aim 
of  social  reform  must  be,''''  say  the  virtuous, 
"  not  to  abolish  class,  but  to  provide  that 
each  individual  shall  so  far  as  possible 
get  into  the  right  class  and  stay  there,  and 
usually  his   children  after  hini^  ^     But  I 

1  See  quotation  from  Geddes  and  Thomson  at  head 
of  Golgotha  &  Co.  Thomson,  who  has  much  of  the 
artist  in  him,  is  a  stout  champion  of  liberty. 

3 
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say  to  you  in  the  words  of  Bossuet  :  "  All 
men  are  horn  for  greatness^  because  all  are 
born  to  -possess  God  "  ;  and  if  the  first  re- 
quisite for  the  possession  of  God  is  not 
liberty  of  soul,  I  do  not  know  what  is.^ 
It  may  be  objected  that  liberty  of  soul  is 
not  threatened.  To  which  my  reply  is 
that  the  modern  systems,  be  they  of  Bern- 
hardl  or  Bateson  (being  founded  on  the 
gospel  of  might,  which  depends  on  a  stress- 
ing of  the  doctrine  of  the  Survival  of  the 
Fittest,  for  its  justification)  do  threaten 
the  soul.  That  doctrine  of  aggression 
must  be  overthrown.  The  briefest  exam- 
ination of  the  matter  suffices  to  demon- 
strate to  all  but  those  biologists  who 
prefer  ever  goggling  through  a  micro- 
scope at  the  particular  to  looking  some- 
times at  life  as  a  whole  that  this  doctrine 
of  the  universal  and  invariable  struggle 
for  existence  has  no  place  in  fact.  Either 
all  evolves  or  nothing.  If  all  evolves, 
then  the  hospital  is  as  much  a  product 
of  evolution  as  the  machine-gun  or  the 
industrial  system.  Nature  strikes  her 
balance — the  individual  wishes  to  sur- 
vive and  the  herd  wishes  to  survive.  I 
suggest    that     Mutual    Aid    is    as    fully 

'  op.  ciL  above,  p.  32. 
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worth  attention  as  Mutual  Destruc- 
tion : 

The  Sword  sang  on  the  barren  heath, 
The    Sickle  in  the  fruitful  field; 

The  Sword  it  sang  a  Song  of  Death 
But  could  not  make  the  Sickle  yield. ^ 

I  propose  that  humanity  limit  its  numbers, 
pool  its  resources,  material  and  moral. 
Integralization  has  proceeded  from  the 
family  to  the  organized  nation.  Our  dead 
demand  an  Organized  Race.  Let  the 
scientists  turn  from  the  contemplation 
of  the  destructive  forces  of  material 
evolution  to  the  study  of  the  constructive 
forces  of  spiritual  evolution.  The  evolu- 
tionary scientists  of  to-day  have  ceased 
their  labour  where  it  should  start — in 
the  heart  of  man.  There  lies  your  riddle. 
When  you  have  succeeded  in  explaining 
"  Father^  forgive  them,  Jor  they  know  not 
what  they  do''''  as  the  result  of  the  struggle 
for  existence,  then  I  will  believe  you. 
In  the  name  of  Christ,  for  whose  faith 
in  tolerance  the  eyes  of  my  generation  are 
stopped  with  loam  or  by  the  weight  of  the 
everlasting  ocean,  I  conjure  you  to  answer 

'That  "mad"  fellow  Blake  again.  Certify  him,  O 
Saleeby !  Segregate  him,  Bateson  !  Castrate  him, 
Pearson !  Jug  him,  ye  heavy  pohccman  of  the  Super- 
scientific  State  !     He  is  your  most  dangerous  enemy  to-da}-. 
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this.   For  now  are  the  eagles  gathered  about 
Prometheus  for  the  supreme  encounter. 

Such,  then,  is  the  theme  of  Golgotha  isf 
Co.  In  it  I  project  the  eternal  struggle 
between  Integration  and  Might-is-Right, 
between  Christ  and  Antichrist,  according 
to  the  signs  I  read  within  these  present 
darkening  skies,  raising  thus  a  solitary 
voice  among  the  English  poets,  of  whom 
I  speak  this  not  to  my  honour  but  to  their 
shame,  who  seem  so  little  conscious  of  to 
what  heights  in  this  terrible  hour  of  man's 
history  it  should  be  our  endeavour  to  rise. 
Ah,  English  poets !  English  poets,  is  the 
spirit  that  animated  so  many  of  your  pre- 
decessors— Milton,  Blake,  Byron,  Shelley, 
Wordsworth,  Browning — dead  in  you  ? 
These  stood  for  Liberty.  How  grievous 
a  thing  it  is  to  be  born  in  an  age  when 
even  the  '  unacknowledged  legislators  of 
humanity  '  care  so  little  for  Liberty  they 
seem  not  even  aware  of  the  ch-'ins  laid 
upon  them  !  For  now  the  stone  is  rolled 
to  the  door  of  the  tomb  from  which,  if 
we  struggle  not,  that  stone  shall  never- 
more be  rolled  away.  The  second  Great 
War,  the  coming  of  the  Servile  State  (a 
World  State  be  it  noted) — which  is 
more    hideous  ?     Both    are    founded    on 


PREFACE  39 

the  doctrine  of  Force  backed  by  a  half- 
reading  of  the  riddle  of  evolution.  Long 
the  scientists  have  mocked  the  poets. 
Now  is  it  for  the  poets  to  save  the 
scientists  and,  saving  the  scientists,  to 
save  mankind.  For  the  future  of  man- 
kind is  in  the  hands  of  Science.  What 
does  Mankind  most  need  to-day  ?  That 
which  I  will  call  Man-consciousness — 
the  consciousness  of  the  solidarity  of  the 
human  race  afloat  in  space  on  one  of  the 
least  of  planets.  "  Am  I  my  brother's 
keeper  ^  "  asked  Cain.  Murder  or  slavery 
awaits  man  unless  he  consider  that  ques- 
tion. We  know  what  answer  the  Peoples 
give — does  not  the  blood  of  many  millions 
of  brethren  cry  from  the  ground  ?  In 
the  name  of  our  dead  justify  the  creed 
of  the  blood  of  soldiers  and  the  iron  of 
industrialism.  I  do  not  believe  it  can  be 
justified.  And  if  you  ask  me  why,  I  bid 
you  look  in  your  hearts  where,  after 
nineteen  hundred  years,  more  splendid 
than  on  the  hill  of  Calvary,  still  shines, 
most  of  all  for  those  who  mock  Him,  the 
face  of  Jesus  Christ. 

ROBERT  NICHOLS. 

ToKTo,  as  spring  breaks, 
19Z2. 


TO  HENRT  Al^D  T^UTH  HEAD 


THE  SMILE  OF  THE  SPHINX 

(June  and  July  191 9) 


Ha^welcbeJVonne  fliesstindiesem  Blick  .  .  . 
Wie  alles  sicb  zum  ganzen  ioebt, 
Eins  in  dem  Andern  tvirht  und  lebt  ! 

GoiTHi. 

Left  to  themselves  the  ignorant  see  only 

the  details  of  things ;  the  synthesis,  which 

alone  is  eloquent,  escapes  them. 

Rodin. 


LONG,  long  ago  there  dwelt  in  the 
pleasant  City-of-Towers  a  young 
Princess  of  immense  riches  and  of  such 
exceeding  beauty  that  none  other  might 
be  compared  to  her.  So  famous,  indeed, 
became  the  riches  of  her  beauty  and  her 
possessions,  that  were  only  less  than  her 
beauty,  that  she  was  sought  in  marriage  by 
every  kind  of  personage.  In  three  moons 
the  train  of  her  suitors,  or  mounted 
upon  gold-stencilled  elephants,  tassel- 
fringed  camels,  palfries  of  Arabia,  ponies 
of  Astrakhan,  mules  of  Nubia,  or  faring 
but  upon  the  Sandals-of-Nature  along 
the  Road-of-Advantage,  became  so  huge 
that  the  citizens  of  the  City-of-Towers, 
being  eaten  (albeit  at  no  small  price) 
out  of  hearth  and  home,  petitioned  the 
princely  father  of  the  damsel  to  mitigate, 
in  whatever  sort  he  should  think  fit,  the 
good  fortune   of  their  city,  which,   pos- 
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sessing  such  a  treasure  as  the  Princess 
Sa-adeh,  the  Bestovver-of-Felicity,  ad- 
mitted to  finding  its  pleasure  rather  in 
reflecting  upon  the  value  of  their  jewel 
than  in  entertaining  those  who  came  to 
steal  it.  The  ever-benevolent  Prince  ac- 
cordingly issued  a  decree  that  no  suitor 
was  to  approach  the  Princess  save  on  the 
understanding  that  if  he  failed  to  win 
her  affections  his  head  should  pay  the 
forfeit.  Forthwith  ensued  so  remarkable 
a  diminution  in  the  number  of  her  suitors 
that,  in  a  short  while,  only  those  whom 
the  Light-of-Love's-Eyes  had  guided  or 
those  whom  the  Threc-thonged-Scourge- 
of-Need  had  driven  remained  mounted  or 
standing  before  the  palace  gates.  Nor 
did  these  linger  overlong,  for  the  heart 
of  the  Princess  was  less  easily  softened 
than  that  of  the  Executioner,  who  with 
one  sweep  of  the  scimitar  relieved  the 
Lover  of  the  Burden-of-Love  Ox  severed 
the  Needy  from  the  Vessel-of-Need. 
Then  the  beautiful  Sa-adeh,  the  Bestower- 
of-Felicity,  not  unfatigued  by  such  a 
succession  of  maidenly  preoccupations, 
determined  that  for  a  little  she  would 
forget  the  Bonds-of-Necessity  and  atone 
somewhat  to  the  citizens  of  the  City-of- 


THE  SMILE  OF  THE  SPHINX    43 

Towers  for  the  inconveniences  she  had 
occasioned  them.  To  this  end  she  caused 
a  special  litter  of  cedar-wood  to  be  con- 
structed, and,  mounting  therein,  sallied 
forth  to  bestow  upon  the  citizens  of  the 
City-of-Towers  the  hitherto-unseen  and 
almost-unendurable  beauty  of  her  face. 

Now  it  happened  that  in  this  city  there 
was  then  dwelling  a  young  scribe  by  name 
Es-siddeeh — that  is,  the  Very-Veracious. 
This  youth,  the  height  of  whose  beauty 
was  almost  as  remarkable  as  the  depth 
of  his  wisdom,  had  spent  the  greater 
number  of  his  days  in  study  ;  so  large  a 
number,  in  fact,  that  he  had  never  cast 
his  eyes  upon  a  woman  to  love  her,  and 
this  in  spite  of  the  possession  of  an  en- 
chanting smile,  Nature's  gift  to  him,  of 
the  power  of  which  he  was  hardly  con- 
scious. Surrounded  by  parchments,  hav- 
ing hung  about  his  neck  many  little 
scrolls,  with  his  tablet  laid  across  his  knees, 
daily  he  sat  in  his  window  and,  while  the 
traffic  eddied  by  and  the  crowd  shrilled 
more  loudly  than  a  flock  of  parakeets, 
raised  not  his  eyes  from  his  papyrus  nor 
regarded  any  sound  but  the  squeaking  of 
his  stylus-reed. 

Thus,  then,  was  he  sitting  when  the 
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treating  of  horns  and  the  bombilation  of 
gongs  proclaimed  the  nearing  of  the 
Princess  in  her  progress.  But  Es-siddeeh 
paid  this  din  no  attention  and,  though  the 
fantastic  shadows  of  many  stately  persons 
fell  across  his  page,  lifted  not  the  Gatherers- 
of-Knowledge  from  the  Leaves-of-En- 
lightenment.  Meanwhile  Sa~adeh,  lying 
in  her  litter,  enjoyed  a  certain  satisfaction 
in  the  pleasure  the  gracious  bestowal  of 
the  sight  of  her  countenance  procured 
the  citizens.  This  satisfaction  she  told 
herself,  as  the  procession  advanced,  was 
increased  rather  than  diminished  by  the 
spectacle  of  certain  bleared  scribes,  who, 
with  brows  already  attached  by  cobwebs 
to  the  lintels  of  their  doors,  never  lifted 
eyes  as  she  passed.  "  For,"  she  reflected, 
"  such  insensibility  affords  me  a  scale  by 
which  to  gauge  the  pleasure  I  bestow 
elsewhere." 

At  this  moment  she  arrived  opposite 
Es-siddeeh's  window. 

Then  the  young  scribe,  feeling  the 
gaze  of  another  fixed  upon  him,  looked 
up.  And  the  eyes  of  Es-siddeeh  ex- 
changed thoughts  with  the  eyes  of  Sa- 
adeh.  When  he  bent  to  the  tablet 
again,  behold — the  words  were  to  him  but 


THE  SMILE  OF  THE  SPHINX    45 

foolishness.  All  the  afternoon  he  sat 
there  wondering  why  he  had  spent  his 
youth  upon  such  things  as  now  appeared 
to  him  the  very  vanity  of  vanities,  colour- 
less and  the  occupation  of  the  myopic. 
At  evenfall,  driven  abroad  by  a  terrible 
restlessness,  he  wandered  outside  the  walls 
of  the  city.  But  the  murmuring  of  the 
breeze  through  the  groves  did  but  in- 
crease his  distraction.  Toward  midnight 
he  returned  and,  after  spending  the 
remainder  of  the  night  without  sleep, 
informed  his  parents  of  his  intention  to 
turn  suitor.  Greatly  perturbed,  they 
besought  him  to  relinquish  so  hopeless  a 
project.  In  vain  !  At  the  third  hour  he 
proceeded  to  the  palace.  The  gates  were 
shut.  When  they  did  at  last  open,  he 
found  himself  face  to  face  with  the 
Executioner.     Involuntarily  he  recoiled. 

"  No  alms  will  be  given  to-day,"  said 
the  Reliever-of-Headaches. 

"  I  have  not  come  for  alms.  I  wish  to 
see  the  porter." 

"  I  am  the  porter." 

"  I  thought  you  were " 

"  So  I  was.  But  now  that  job  is  at  an 
end.  The  capacity  to  love  as  our  fore- 
fathers  loved   is   passing   away.      Even   a 
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spirit  of  commercial  enterprise  is  lacking. 
The  world  goes  from  bad  to  worse. 
Yesterday  I  cut  off  the  heads  of  princes  ; 
to-day  I  open  the  door  to  mendicants. 
On  no  one  is  Fortune  harder  than  me." 

"  I  find  that  last  reflection,"  returned 
the  scribe,  "  so  general  that  I  grow 
convinced  it  must  be  true.  Yet  be  of 
good  cheer.  Strange  as  it  may  seem,  I 
am  the  bearer  of  good  tidings.  There  is 
every  likelihood  of  your  shortly  resuming 
your  distinguished  office — I  have  come 
as  a  suitor  to  the  Princess." 

"  Have  you,  indeed  ?  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 
The  coin  is  as  good  as  earned.  .  .  . 
However  .  .  .  excuse  my  entertainment. 
I  should  not  laugh  ;  for,  understand,  my 
heart  goes  out  to  you  in  your  public- 
spirited  endeavour  not  to  permit  my  office 
to  lapse.  Ah,  if  there  were  only  more 
men  of  your  kidney,  and  yet  ...  I 
regret  to  have  to  add  that  you  will  not 
profit  me  much.  For,  make  no  mistake, 
I  am  a  Republican  ;  I  believe  that 
handsome  is  as  handsome  does.  It  is 
therefore  my  custom  to  request  a  little 
honorarium,  in  ratio  to  the  means  of 
my  customer,  in  return  for  the  service 
1  render  him.     For  this  is  a  service  which 
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is  unique,  in  that  he  probably  has  no 
servant  in  his  suite  trained  to  perform 
this  duty  for  him,  and  it  is  besides  a 
service  for  which  the  requirement  of  one 
small  fee  cannot  be  described  as  extor- 
tionate since  the  duty  is  one  which  being 
once  satisfactorily  performed  does  not 
require  to  be  repeated." 

"  But  I  have  not  yet  incurred  the 
penalty." 

"  You  will.  Be  reassured  and,  having 
no  troublesome  misgivings  on  this  count, 
hand  me  that  which  in  a  few  hours  it 
will  be  too  late  for  me  to  ask." 

Ed-siddeeh  smiled.  "  Are  you  not  paid 
by  the  Court  ?  "  he  asked. 

"I  am,"  replied  the  other,  softening; 
"  and  a  beggarly  wage  it  is,  too,  which 
compels  me  to  make  these  requisitions. 
However,  since  you  seem,  for  all  your 
queer  dress,  a  pleasant  fellow,  I  will 
reduce  my  charge." 

"  Good.  I  feared  I  should  never  be 
able  to  pay — my  means  are  so  scanty." 

"  I  should  inform  you  that  it  is  as  well 
to  pay  because,  if  you  do  not,  my  arm, 
unstrengthened  by  the  sinews  of  charity, 
may  not  perform  its  ofhce  with  quite  that 
address  which  is  at  once  a  delight  to  the 
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spectators  and  a  matter  of  instant  self- 
congratulation  to  my  customer." 

"  Your  magnanimity,"  replied  the 
scribe,  giving  the  man  a  coin,  "  does 
indeed  bear  witness  to  the  superiority 
of  your  mind  to  its  present  situation  and 
deserves  a  reward.  I  hope  you  will  see  that 
I  am  not  disappointed  of  an  interview." 

Thereupon  the  Executioner  conducted 
him  into  the  palace  and,  leaving  him  in  an 
inner  apartment,  acquainted  one  of  the 
attendant  damsels  with  the  object  of  the 
scribe's  visit. 

For  some  time  the  maid  regarded  his 
dress  dubiously. 

"  I  should  be  grateful  if  you  would 
inform  the  Princess  of  my  arrival,  for  I 
cannot  say  that  I  find  the  sound  of  the 
Executioner  in  the  courtyard  below  sharp- 
ening his  scimitar  on  a  wheel  affords  me 
as  much  pleasure  as  by  his  expression  it 
would  appear  to  afford  him." 

She  vanished  through  the  curtains,  and 
the  following  conversation  was  borne  to 
Es-siddeeh's  ears  : 

"  A  young  man  calling  himself  the 
Very-Veracious  has  arrived  and  sues  for 
an  interview  on  the  same  subject  as  his 
forerunners." 
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"  I  cannot  see  him." 

The  maid  returned. 

"  Tell  her,"  said  Es-siddeeh,  "  that  she 
is  as  beautiful  as  one  red  rose  in  a  garden 
of  lilies." 

"  The  compHment,"  he  heard  the 
Princess  remark,  "  is  a  new  one  and  is 
graceful.    Nevertheless,  dismiss  him." 

"  Tell  her,"  said  Es-siddeeh,  "  that  her 
wisdom  has  the  wings  of  the  rukh,  the 
eye  of  the  falcon,  the  talons  of  the  osprey, 
and  the  voice  of  the  dove." 

"  It  is  very  remarkable,"  he  heard  the 
Princess  reply,  "  that  he  should  so  accur- 
ately describe  my  characteristics.  He 
must  be  a  diviner ;  since,  as  far  as  I 
know,  he  has  never  seen  me  nor  spoken 
to  me.     Nevertheless,  dismiss  him." 

"  Tell  her "  Es-siddeeh  began.     But 

he  could  contrive  nothing  to  tell  her, 
and  was  sadly  cast  down.  For  his  love, 
continuing  to  pain  him,  tortured  him  as 
a  sweet  fire  in  his  bosom.  At  length, 
bethinking  himself  of  his  wisdom,  he 
said  in  as  brusque  a  tone  as  he  could 
summon,  "  Tell  her  that  I  know  the 
answer  to  all  secrets,  and  that  she  will 
regret  it  if  she  dismiss  me." 

"  How    now  ?  "     cried    the     Princess. 
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"  Is  he  so  clever,  and  has  such  courage  ? 
He  will  indeed  be  the  Very-Veracious  if, 
possessing  these  answers,  he  depart  im- 
mediately, for  then  my  womanish  regret 
will  indeed  be  sharp  ;  since  of  all  humours, 
he  has  had  the  wit  to  see,  this  humour 
of  curiosity  is  the  one  most  deeply  im- 
planted in  us.   Of  what  complexion  is  he  ?  " 

"  He  is  of  spare  build  ;  his  hair  is  black 
and  glossy  as  that  of  an  Ethiopian  ;  in 
his  eyes  there  is  a  dark  fire.  His  clothes 
are  by  no  means  new,  his  fingers  are 
stained  with  ink,  and  about  his  neck  there 
is  a  necklace  of  little  scrolls." 

"  A  necklace  of  little  scrolls,  did  you 
say  ?     Send  him  in." 

Then  Es-siddeeh  stepped  into  her  pres- 
ence, and  it  was  to  him  as  if  he  were  a 
little  planet  drawn  for  the  first  time  into 
the  orbit  of  the  sun. 

She  commanded  him  to  be  seated,  and 
plied  him  with  various  questions  concern- 
ing the  value  as  an  amulet  of  this  or  that 
precious  stone,  of  the  pedigree  of  famous 
horses,  music  as  Emotional  Sound  or  as  an 
Architecture,  and  many  other  matters  of 
a  similar  nature. 

All  these  questions  he  answered  not 
only  discreetly,  but  with  wit. 
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For  some  time  she  rested  her  eyes  upon 
his  face  in  a  musing  fashion.  Then,  with 
a  strange  inflection,  she  asked,  "  What  is 
love  ?  " 

"  I  have  but  just  beheld  the  cause," 
he  returned ;  "  give  me  a  little  space  and 
I  infer  its  properties  as  a  consequence. 
At  present  I  am  troubled  to  know  whether 
the  same  vessel  can  contain  both  cause 
and  consequence." 

Not  without  haste,  she  assured  him 
that  she  would  consider  her  question 
answered,  and  inquired,  "  Does  it  become 
thee  to  risk  so  wise  a  head  at  the  bidding 
of  so  foolish  a  heart  ?  " 

"  It  lay  not,  and  does  not  lie,  with  me 
to  make  it  becoming." 

This  answer  did  not  appear  to  please 
her,  for,  moving  her  head,  she  proceeded 
with  an  instant  change  of  tone,  "  One 
thing  I  have  ever  desired  to  know. 
What  is  the  secret  of  the  smile  of  the 
Sphinx  ?  " 

He  was  taken  aback. 

"  What  ?  Canst  thou  not  answer,  thou 
who  didst  assert  that  thou  hadst  in  thy 
bosom  the  answer  to  all  secrets,  O  Very- 
Veracious  one  ?  " 

Seeing    her    smiling,    he     replied,    "  I 
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have  not  seen  the  Sphinx  unless  I  see  her 


now." 


"  I  perceive  that  thou  canst  not  answer. 
Yet  because  of  thy  youth  and  thy  beauty 
I  will  spare  thee." 

"  Spare  me  not,  since  before  thou  hast 
not  spared  me." 

"  Upon  one  condition  :  that  shouldst 
thou  desire  again  to  see  me,  thou  shalt 
bring  with  thee  the  secret  of  the  Sphinx's 
smile.  And  now,  before  thou  leavest 
me,  because  thou  wert  not  as  insensible 
as  most  scribes  are  wont  to  be,  but  wast 
willing  to  essay  to  gain  some  knowledge 
of  perfection  from  life  as  well  as  from 
thy  scrolls,  I  will  give  thee  a  token  to 
take  with  thee." 

At  these  words,  as  if  some  beneficent 
and  invisible  djinn  had  escaped  from  his 
bottle,  a  spirit  of  strange  sweetness  seemed 
to  fill  the  room.  Strength  forsook  the 
body  of  Es-siddeeh. 

"  Come  hither,"  she  murmured. 

So  Es-siddeeh  went  to  her  and  bowed 
down  with  his  face  to  the  floor. 

Then  the  Princess  took  him  very  gently 
in  her  arms  and,  raising  his  head,  placed 
one  hand  beneath  his  locks  and  the  other 
over  his  eyes,  and  so  kissed  him. 
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Now  when  Es-siddeeh  felt  the  touch  of 
her  hands,  cool  as  water-Hlies  upon  him ; 
smelled  the  delicate  smell  of  her  bosom, 
more  mysterious  than  any  perfume  of  the 
magi  ;  tasted  her  mouth's  nectar,  more 
precious  than  the  combed  honey  of  the 
blessed  in  Paradise,  then  indeed  he  knew 
there  to  be  such  a  seal  pressed  upon  his 
heart  that  the  stamp  of  it  would  not  be 
erased  all  the  days  of  his  life. 

"  Ah,  merciless,"  said  he,  "  thou  hast 
indeed  not  spared  me.  Now  must  I 
inevitably  return." 

"  It  was  for  that  reason  I  gave  it  thee," 
she  said. 


II 


He  hurried  home.  He  sold  all  his 
belongings. 

His  father,  seeing  him  about  to  depart 
cried,    "  Thou    wilt    break    thy    mother's 
heart." 

He  could  not  reply. 

His  mother,  watching  him  set  out  upon 
his  mule  with  a  slender  bag  of  coin  in  his 
hands,  cursed  him  and  the  Princess. 

He  did  not  look  back. 
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III 


After  a  journey  of  three  moons  he 
arrived  before  the  Sphinx. 

His  first  impression  was  that  her  coun- 
tenance contained  no  such  difficult  riddle 
as  he  had  been  led  to  suppose.  The 
body  of  the  Sphinx  was  huge ;  her 
paws,  stretched  in  front,  formidable  ;  her 
shoulders  heavy.  Her  bandeletted  head 
sustained  a  wedge-fronted  tiara.  All  this 
he  took  in  at  a  glance.  Then  he  turned 
to  the  face.  He  had  not  expected  it  to 
be  so  close  to  the  ground  and  so  open  to 
inspection.  The  forehead  he  could  see 
was  ample.  The  eyebrows,  albeit  con- 
tracted in  a  slight  frown,  were  high,  arched, 
and  wide,  which  lent  the  upper  part  of 
the  face  a  frank  expression  ;  but  the 
reverie  of  the  eyes,  fixed  on  space,  seemed 
somewhat  dimmed — as  if  an  impalpable 
hand  had  interposed  itself  between  the 
gazing  orbs  and  the  sun.  The  smoothness 
and  delicate  moulding  of  the  cheeks  and 
chin  was  singular.  The  nose,  astonish- 
ing in  the  firm  subtlety  of  its  outline, 
gave  to  the  face  a  simultaneous  expression 
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of  suavity  and  undeviating  determination. 
If  the  nose  had  provoked  wonder  the 
mouth  was  yet  more  amazing.  The  Hps, 
which  might  have  been  gracious  and  full 
when  parted,  were  so  closely  compressed 
in  their  smile  as  to  modify  the  whole 
effect  of  the  other  features. 

"  I  must  go  nearer,"  said  Es-siddeeh. 

He  established  himself  almost  between 
the  paws  of  the  monster,  for  monster  she 
had  become  to  him  who  now  beheld 
her  mien  more  clearly — a  mien  disfigured, 
yet  seeming  uncaring  for  its  own  dis- 
figurement, and — greatest  horror  of  all — 
a  mien  in  which  the  eyes  possessed  irises 
but  apparently  no  pupils.  For  a  little  he 
considered  returning.  Then  he  said  to 
himself,  "  No  ;  to  see  her  afar  oft"  gives  a 
false  impression.  One  should  see  her  as 
she  is,  and,  earnestly  scanning  the  visage, 
wrestle  in  thought  till  one  discovers  the 
secret  of  the  smile."  In  this  he  in- 
stinctively knew  himself  to  be  right. 

But  he  was  not  long  in  finding  that  the 
more  steadfastly  and  the  closer  he  stared 
the  more  difiBcult  the  problem  became. 
To  begin  with,  the  blemishes  distracted 
him  overmuch.  The  main  cast  of  the 
face  appeared,  though  subtle,  simple  and 
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grand   enough,   but   the   fissures   between 
the    blocks    that    composed    it,    the    dis- 
colorations,    and    the    crevices    that    ran 
from  side  to  side  confused  his  eye.     "  If 
it  were  only  perfect,  all  would  be  much 
easier  to  discover,"  he  murmured.    Then, 
too,  the  expression  of  the  Sphinx  and  the 
import  of  the  smile  seemed  to  vary  with 
the  changes  of  the  weather.     On  fresh- 
blowing   sunny   days    the   image   beamed 
on  him  with  a  shadow-dappled,  bleached 
cheerfulness  of  resignation.    But  when  the 
sun  raged,  the  face,  too,  raged  as  with  an 
inward  fury  ;    its  lineaments  shook  in  the 
heat-eddies  that  arose  from  the  sand,  and 
every  grain  glowed  like  a  particle  of  fire. 
Nor  did   its   rage   abate   during  the  suc- 
ceeding night.     The  rising  of  the  tropic 
moon    gave    to    its    complexion,    streaked 
with  violet  shadows,  an  ashen  hue  —  the 
pallidity    of    an    unappeasable    and    frus- 
trated anger.     On  lowering  days  it  blackly 
scowled,    and    the    swollen    nostrils    and 
imperious  mouth  assumed  the  similitude 
of  a  being  endowed  only  with  the  bitterest 
irony,    a    constancy    of    cruelty    and    an 
unquestionable    scorn.     Then    he    hated 

i-  U  •      •      •      • 

At  last,  perceiving  that  the  secret  was 
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not  to  be  unriddled  in  a  few  days  or  even 
in  a  few  moons,  he  resolved  to  settle  in 
the  desert  opposite  the  Sphinx. 

Three  years  passed. 

Day  by  day  and  night  by  night  Es- 
siddeeh  watched  the  Sphinx.  Daily  the 
sun,  steeping  the  surface  of  the  mask, 
seemed  to  make  it  more  impenetrable, 
and  nightly  the  moon,  deepening  the 
shadows  in  the  crevices,  increased  its 
mystery.  Round  about  the  knoll,  which 
the  pilgrim  had  selected  for  his  station, 
the  sand  gave  off  a  glare  more  deadly 
than  the  bed  of  a  furnace,  or  rising  in 
whirlwind  spouts,  whose  tops  spattered 
ashes  upon  him,  circled  his  island  like 
monstrous  and  infuriate  djinns.  Toward 
sunset  the  clouds,  gathered  in  an  awful 
and  silent  grandeur,  discharged,  with 
stunning  clap  and  reverberations  as  of 
mountains  overthrown,  their  lightnings, 
a  shower  of  blue  arrows,  to  all  quarters 
of  the  fluttering  horizon.  Once  indeed 
Es-siddeeh  awoke  to  behold  a  body  of 
dense  vapour  launch  itself  wrathfully 
downward  against  the  head  of  the  brood- 
ing Sphinx  and  wreathe  it  with  a  crown 
of  crackling  fire.  The  scribe  leaped  up, 
and,    despite   the    pressure    of    the    blast, 
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succeeded  in  gaining,  not  without  con- 
siderable risk  to  himself,  a  position  before 
the  base  of  the  monster.  His  courage 
was  unrewarded.  Upon  that  obstinate 
mien,  livid  in  the  tawny  light,  the  rain 
glistened  as  if  there  had  indeed  started 
from  the  stony  pores  a  ghastly  dew ; 
but  the  thin  lips  were  as  tightly  compressed 
as  ever.  "  Hideous  Sphinx  !  "  exclaimed 
the  youth,  ''  thou  cruelty  incarnate,  can- 
not even  the  ire  of  the  gods  subdue  thee  ? 
Shall  I  never,  from  some  motion  of  thy 
visage,  learn  what  secret  thou  hidest  ?  " 

Winter  approached.  The  wilderness, 
utterly  denuded  of  weed  or  moss,  grew 
vaster  and  more  bleak.  Nights  turned 
frosty.  Overhead  the  constellations 
increased  in  splendour  and  number 
until  every  quarter  of  the  empyrean 
shone  encrusted  with  stars.  Against 
these  tangled  galaxies  and  the  diffused, 
pervasive  effulgence  of  counties"  further 
bodies,  the  forehead  of  the  Sphinx  out- 
lined itself  in  desolate  and  stubborn 
majesty. 

Then  was  it  that,  alone  amid  the 
desert,  under  the  gaze  of  those  myriad 
and  so  distant  lights,  facing  the  visage 
of  the  Sphinx,  now  blacker  and  more  im- 
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penetrable  than  ever,  Es-siddeeh  reached 
the  cHmacteric  which  is  despair.  Baffled, 
without  any  sensation  but  an  exaspera- 
tion that  gnawed  his  very  reins  and  made 
giddy  his  temples,  he  spent  his  days  and 
nights  in  complete  dejection.  At  length, 
wishing  to  terminate  his  sufferings  once 
and  for  all,  he  approached  the  Sphinx 
and,  vehemently  hammering  its  breast 
with  his  fists,  cried  in  a  terrible  voice, 
"  What  is  the  secret  of  thy  smile,  0 
Sphinx  F  " 

But  the  Sphinx  did  not  answer. 

At  dawn,  impotent  before  the  titan, 
he  perceived  upon  the  surface  of  her 
bosom,  bloodmarks  hitherto  unobserved. 
Other  hands  beside  his  own,  then,  had 
knocked  upon  that  stony  breast.  He 
returned  to  his  hovel,  and  stretched 
himself  down  in  a  sleep  that  was  like  a 
stupor.  On  waking,  he  determined  to 
cHmb  the  bandelettes  of  the  Sphinx  and 
to  cast  himself  from  its  forehead.  He 
had  scarcely  taken  a  step  when,  ex- 
hausted by  privation  and  prolonged  an- 
guish of  mind,  he  fell,  and,  lying  helpless, 
found  himself  fronting  a  face  mirrored  in 
a  pool,  the  product  of  a  shower  which 
had  fallen  while  he  slept.     The  face  was 


6o  FANTASTICA 

the  face  of  one  whose  mien  was  slowly 
approximating  to  that  of  the  Sphinx, 
but  it  lacked  the  smile,  and  in  its  eyes 
there  was  the  light  of  imminent  insanity. 
For  a  while  he  gazed  without  realizing 
the  apparition  to  be  but  his  own  reflection. 
Then — stiffening  his  arms  that  he  might 
raise  his  head  and  shoulders,  extended, 
as  he  was,  upon  the  desert  like  an  Assyrian 
lion  whose  haunches  are  transfixed  by  an 
arrow  and  who  is  about  to  die — he  rallied 
his  strength  for  a  supreme  effort.  Before 
him,  a  quivering  tigress  in  the  meridian  sun- 
shine, crouched  the  colossal  Sphinx.  The 
frustrated  eyes  of  the  scribe,  nigh  starting 
from  their  sockets,  bent  upon  it  such  a 
glare  as  sought  to  penetrate  its  very  soul. 
Yet  at  the  last,  heaving  himself  forward, 
with  nostrils  wrinkled  and  teeth  bared  as 
if  in  the  very  coughing  frenzy  of  a  fighting 
death,  he  could  but  ejaculate  :  "  Sphinx, 
now  had  I  entreated  thine  aid  ! — hadst 
thou  not  rendered  me  too  proud,  who 
have  discovered  thee  to  be  but  stone." 

Then  the  Sphinx  answered  in  a  voice 
of  thunder : 

"  O  man,  aid  thyself  !  " 
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IV 


A  company  of  Bedawi,  journeying 
across  the  desert,  discovered  him  lying 
senseless.  Him  they  succoured  as  a 
madman,  and  therefore  sacred  to  the 
gods. 

For  seven  moons  he  rested  in  a  pleasant 
city,  enjoying  the  support  of  a  good  man, 
who  did  not  understand  the  cause  of  his 
afflictions,  but  at  once  realized  their 
intensity  and  the  deep  importance  to 
Es-siddeeh  of  the  search  on  which  he 
was  engaged.  His  health  mended  at 
length  and,  undeterred  by  the  solicitations 
of  his  host,  troubled  to  see  him  in  such 
haste,  he  resumed  his  investigations.  This 
time  he  did  not  attempt  to  wrestle  the 
secret  from  the  Sphinx  herself,  but 
determined  to  prosecute  his  inquiries 
among  the  learned. 

With  this  end  in  view  he  interrogated 
the  chief  scholars  of  that  district,  but, 
coming  to  the  conclusion  that  they  were 
too  provincial,  he  made  his  way  to  Jeru- 
salem. Here  no  answer  at  all  was  given 
him — save    that    by    the    study    of    the 
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particular  law  made  for  a  particular 
tribe  and  containing,  as  he  himself  was 
obliged  to  admit,  the  most  admirable 
rules  for  the  preservation  of  an  individual 
or  a  clan,  he  would  attain  to  a  knowledge 
of  all  things. 

He  determined  to  go  to  Greece,  the 
fountain-head  of  knowledge.  But  in 
Athens  he  fared  not  much  better.  The 
majority  of  the  inhabitants,  the  fascina- 
tion of  whose  minds  he  had  nevertheless 
to  admit,  seemed  given  up  to  the  fervour 
of  local  politics,  money-making,  the  quar- 
rels of  the  law-courts,  the  consideration 
of  athletics,  the  technique  of  the  chase, 
and  the  refinement  of  trivial  or  voluptu- 
ous delights  :  pursuits  which  he  told 
himself  could  scarcely  further  true  know- 
ledge. There  were,  however,  a  number 
of  persons,  given  to  the  study  of  natural 
law  as  revealed  in  nature,  who  inquired 
whether  he  had  weighed  the  Sphinx  or 
examined  her  molecules  beneath  the 
magnifying  crystal.  He  was  compelled 
to  reply  that  he  had  done  neither  of 
these  things.  Whereat  they  retorted 
that  it  was  therefore  impossible  for  them 
to  build  a  theory  as  to  the  constituents 
of  her  smile  and  verify  it  in  experiment. 
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"  Moreover,"'  they  continued,  "  even  the 
data  you  have  given  us  appear  not  only 
insufficient  but  contradictory,  since  you 
state  that  the  smile  is  at  once  sweet  and 
sour.  Direct  opposites  cannot  be  recon- 
ciled in  science.  We  think  it  therefore 
best  to  direct  you  to  the  school  of  meta- 
physics opposite,  where,  if  we  are  to  judge 
from  the  uproar  which  occasionally  dis- 
turbs our  precincts,  we  believe  this  feat 
to  be  daily  accomplished."  .  .  .  Es-sid- 
deeh  accordingly  lost  no  time  in  entering 
the  school  opposite.  After  a  lengthy 
session,  the  clamour  of  which  somewhat 
bewildered  him,  a  young  man  with  a 
high  complexion  and  a  shrill  voice  ap- 
proached him  and  said,  "  As  far  as  can 
be  ascertained  (for  there  are  the  usual 
number  of  qualifications  and  reservations 
of  opinion  amongst  us)  we  are  of  a  mind 
that  the  secret  of  the  Sphinx  is  that  she 
has  no  secret— at  least  no  secrets  from  us." 
Es-siddeeh  did  not  stop  to  inquire 
further,  for  it  appeared  to  him  that  he 
could  not  gain  by  it  and,  moreover,  he 
was  much  fatigued.  So,  taking  ship,  he 
sailed  through  the  Pillars  of  Hercules  and, 
turning  north,  descried,  after  an  arduous 
voyage,    the    extreme   Western    Isles    en- 
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shrouded  in  a  perpetual  prismatic  fog. 
On  these  coasts  he  landed  and,  pene- 
trating inland,  in  a  short  while  discovered 
a  university  situated  on  the  chief  river  of 
the  main  island.  Having  struck  up  an 
acquaintance  with  the  courteous  master 
of  the  chief  college,  he  poured  out  his 
tale.  The  Disseminator-of-Truth,  after 
prolonged  thought,  replied,  "  Without 
wishing  in  any  way  to  influence  your 
conduct,  I  should,  since  you  seem  to  be 
enamoured  of  the  lady,  inform  her  that 
the  secret  is  anything  you  happen  to 
have  in  your  head  at  the  moment  (as  well 
it  may  be),  provided  the  matter  be  of 
such  obscurity  that  that  instinct  which 
is  peculiar  to  females,  and  which  on  the 
best  authority  (namely,  their  own)  I 
am  given  to  understand  is  infallible,  will 
instantly  assure  her  that  she  understands 
it  even  better  than  you  do." 

"  But  you  would  not  have  m^  deceive 
her  ?  " 

"  Indeed,  no.  For  recollect — what  she 
believes  to  be  true  will  fer  contra  be  true 
to  her." 

"  It  seems  to  me,  then,  that  you  are 
asking  her  to  deceive  herself." 

"  Not     at     all,"     answered     the     Sage 
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somewhat  impatiently  ;  "  all  is,  you  must 
know,  relative,  and  any  conclusion  is  as 
relative  to  inquiry  as  any  other." 

"  But  not  to  truth  !  "  returned  Es- 
siddeeh  with  heat. 

The  great  man  smiled.  "  A  peculiar 
preoccupation  this,  when  the  search  itself 
is  so  intriguing." 

Es-siddeeh,  the  Very-Veracious,  experi- 
enced a  curious  sensation  in  which  pleasure 
certainly  played  a  part.  "  That  is  per- 
fectly true,"  he  remarked  ;  "  I  am  finding 
more  interest  in  the  search  than  I  ex- 
pected. Nevertheless,  I  wish  to  return 
to  Sa-adeh,  the  Bestower-of-Felicity " 
(and  at  her  name  he  was  conscious  of  an 
inexplicable  spasm  of  contrition),  "  and 
to  present  her  with  my  conclusion — the 
Truth." 

"  Here  I  think  we  part,"  said  the  other 
suddenly.     "  Farewell." 

Then,  as  he  turned  away,  the  elder 
flung  over  his  shoulder,  "  For  myself, 
old-fashioned  being  that  I  am,  I  am 
inclined  to  think  the  truth  is  that  the 
secret  of  the  smile  of  the  Sphinx  is  not 
one  that  should  be  repeated  to  a  lady." 

It   was    some    time    before    Es-siddeeh 
recovered  from   the  shock  of  this  inter- 
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view.  When  he  had  done  so,  he  hastened 
to  leave  the  country  and  to  betake  himself 
to  the  Farthest  East.  The  voyage  lasted 
three  years.  But,  when  he  posed  his 
question  to  the  head  of  a  Manchu  univer- 
sity, what  was  his  surprise  to  be  countered 
with  just  such  a  suggestion  as  had  been 
put  to  him  in  the  extreme  Isles  of  the 
Western  Hemisphere  ! 

"  But  you  forget  my  name,"  he  ex- 
claimed. 

"  No  ;  for  indeed  so  eager  have  you 
been  to  inquire  of  me  the  secret  of  the 
Sphinx  and  to  narrate  to  me  the  story  of 
your  quest  that  you  have  forgotten  to 
acquaint  me  with  that  detail." 

"  I  am  called  Es-siddeeh,  which,  being 
translated,  is  the  Very-Veracious." 

"  Then,  my  middle-aged  young  man 
of  redoubtable  veracity,  I  advise  you  to 
abandon  your  quest  and  to  despair  at  once. 
It  is  much  quicker.  In  such  a  mood  you 
will  discover  yourself  becoming  most 
pleasantly  the  prey  of  one  of  the  un- 
married maidens  who  abound  hereabout, 
and  who,  I  assure  you,  are  not  less  beauti- 
ful and  certainly  less  exacting  than  your 
friend.  For  women,  according  to  the 
sage's  experience,  are  much  the  same  the 
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whole  world  over — a  morsel  of  honey  in 
which  the  bee  has  left  his  sting  :  without 
the  sting  no  honey,  and  no  honey  no 
sting." 

"  Sir,"  repHed  the  scribe,  "  I  am  much 
indebted  to  you,  but  you  know  neither 
Sa-adeh  nor  the  secret  of  the  Sphinx." 

"  I  do  not  indeed,  but  I  venture  to 
think  that  to  propose  to  oneself  a  question 
that  cannot  immediately  be  answered  is 
not  the  conduct  of  a  wise  man,  and  may 
very  well  give  offence  to  Powers  of  which 
we  are  becomingly  ignorant." 

Utterly  wearied  by  the  inquiries  he 
had  prosecuted  among  the  learned,  Es- 
siddeeh  turned  over  in  his  mind  the  many 
types  he  had  encountered  in  his  wander- 
ings, and,  recollecting  the  lively  intelli- 
gence of  those  Athenians  who  were  not 
of  the  learned  professions,  he  determined 
to  hve  after  their  manner  that  perchance 
he  might  hap  upon  the  secret.  Several 
years  were  spent  in  acquiring  sufficient 
money.  The  subsequent  spending  taught 
him  that  his  mind  was  apt  to  wander 
from  the  problem  in  the  mere  enjoyment 
of  the  moment.  Before,  however,  he 
could  make  finally  sure  whether  he  was 
any  nearer  gaining  a   solution    he   found 
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himself  ruined.  Turned  soldier,  he  took 
part  in  many  notable  engagements  and 
distinguished  himself  not  a  little.  The 
itch  of  the  excitement  of  the  search  was 
for  the  time  being  eclipsed  by  the  perils 
and  responsibilities  of  war.  There  were, 
too,  other  distractions,  nor  were  these 
invariably  the  bodiless  preoccupations  of 
the  mind.  ...  It  was  the  somewhat 
unpleasant  termination  of  one  of  these 
episodes  which  plunged  him  into  reverie 
upon  the  past.  At  midnight,  silently 
rising  from  his  rose-strewn  couch,  upon 
which  lay  the  corpus  vile  of  his  latest 
experiment,  he  determined  there  and 
then  to  bring  to  the  contemplation  of  the 
Sphinx  that  store  of  varied  knowledge 
which  he  had  gathered  in  the  course  of 
his  wanderings.  Arrayed,  then,  in  a 
dress  similar  to  that  which  he  had  worn 
as  a  youth,  and  encircling  his  neck  with  a 
necklace  of  scrolls,  he  set  out  alone  for  the 
desert. 

Since  the  way  was  long  and  he  no 
longer  young,  a  year  passed  ere  he  ap- 
proached his  goal. 

Then  once  again  Es-siddeeh  stood 
before  the  Sphinx. 
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V 


It  seemed  to  him  that  during  his 
thirty  years  of  absence  the  moonht 
image  had  grown  larger.  That  his  eyes, 
accustomed  to  watch  for  unexpected 
perils,  played  him  no  tricks  he  was 
certain,  yet  now  he  observed  the  brow 
of  the  Sphinx  to  be  wreathed  in  a  tenuous 
vapour  as  if  its  crest  had  attained  the 
altitude  of  no  inconsiderable  hill.  The 
fissures  between  the  stones  seemed  slightly 
to  have  filled,  but  the  crevices  across  the 
face  were  both  more  numerous  and  more 
deeply  scored.  The  pits  of  the  eyes,  too, 
had  become  immensely  more  cavernous. 
And — could  he  be  mistaken  ? — was  not 
the  smile  less  ambiguous  ?  Surely  he 
did  not  remember  the  visage  as  so  noble, 
or  had  it  grown  nobler  in  his  absence  ? 
How  was  it  that,  though  the  aspect  re- 
mained as  unflinching  as  ever,  the  ex- 
pression now  seemed  less  hard  and  more 
magnanimously  stern  ^  The  cheeks  had 
undoubtedly  sunk  further,  but  did  not 
the  muscles  appear  tightened  less  in 
impatience  than  in  endurance  of  suffer- 
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ing  ?  The  nostrils  no  longer  breathed 
scorn  ;  they  laboured  with  the  indrawing 
of  breath  that,  like  fire,  was  at  once 
painful  and  inspiriting.  To  the  brow 
there  had  been  added,  he  thought,  a 
faint  line,  and  its  coming  had  softened 
the  contraction  of  the  brows  so  that  the 
creature  appeared  even  more  majestic 
and  wiser  than  of  yore.  And  lastly, — he 
took  long  to  discover  this, — in  the  shadow 
under  the  brows  the  orbs  seemed  to  stir 
with  a  mysterious  and  darkling  life.  "  O 
mighty  Sphinx,"  he  murmured,  leaning 
his  head  upon  her  bosom,  "  what  has 
come  to  thee  ?  How  art  thou  changed  ! 
Much  I  fear  thou  hast  passed  beyond  so 
small,  feeble  and  ignoble  an  intelligence 
as  I,  and  that  now  I  shall  never  learn 
the  secret  that,  behind  thy  lips,  lies  locked 
in  thy  heart.  O  Sphinx,  if  I  speak  wilt 
thou  answer  ?  Time  was  when  I  came 
to  thee  and,  impatiently  stamping  my 
foot  upon  the  mound  of  thine  illimitable 
desert,  beating  with  my  fists  thine  un- 
answering  flesh,  conjured  thee  in  a  voice 
of  thunder  to  yield  up  thy  secret.  But 
to-night,  nestling  against  thy  bosom,  how 
shall  I  speak  to  thee  ? — I,  of  less  account 
among    men    than    one    of    the    myriad 
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morsels  of  dust  of  which  thou  art  com- 
pounded ;  I,  whose  voice  is  to  thine 
ears  hardly  louder  than  the  scratch  of 
the  beetles  that  crawl  about  thy  base  ; 
I,  lost  in  the  shadowy  cleft  between  thy 
breasts  !  O  Sphinx,  I  will  not  cry  out 
to  thine  unregarding  face,  lost  in  such  a 
reverie  as  transcends  the  thought  of  such 
as  myself,  but  leaning  here  my  fevered 
forehead  against  thy  cool  stones,  as  in  a 
dream  and  scarcely  expecting  an  answer, 
let  me  whisper  to  thy  heart,  '  What  is  the 
secret  of  thy  smile,  O  Sphinx  F  '  " 

Then  from  within  the  Sphinx  arose  a 
deep  murmuring  as  of  a  multitude  of 
nigh-forgotten  voices  ;  a  handful  of 
vapour  parted  from  the  lips  to  wither  in 
the  glacial  moonshine. 

"  Scarcely  am  I  changed,"  said  the 
Sphinx.  "  'Tis  thou  art  changed.  Look 
in  thy  heart  :   there  is  my  secret." 

So  low  had  been  the  sound,  so  immense 
was  the  night,  so  empty  the  desert,  that 
Es-siddeeh  doubted  whether  it  was  not 
his  own  heart  that  had  spoken.  Then, 
placing  both  hands  against  the  breast  of 
the  colossus,  he  cried  in  a  despairing 
voice,  "  Is  that  thine  all,  O  Sphinx  ?  " 

But  the  Sphinx  did  not  answer. 
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With  spirit  heavy  as  death,  Ed-siddeeh 
wrapped  him  in  his  cloak  and  laid  him 
down  to  sleep  between  the  paws. 

"  Alas,"  said  he  to  himself,  "  how  brief, 
how  obscure,  and  how  profitless  seem  all 
the  answers  given  to  man  !  "  Yet,  when 
the  morning  came,  it  occurred  to  him 
that,  if  the  Sphinx  had  indeed  spoken,  he 
would  do  well  to  ponder  the  words. 

So  for  three  moons  he  sat  pondering  : 
"  Scarcely  am  I  changed.  ^Tis  thou  art 
changed.     Look  in  thy  heart :    there  is  my 


secret.''^ 


Those  who  crossed  the  desert  marked 
him,  sunk  in  the  deepest  travail  of  thought. 

"  Why  do  you  not  look  at  the  Sphinx  ?  " 
they  asked. 

"  I  begin  to  know  something  about  it  : 
that  is  why,"  he  replied.  "  If  I  gazed  at  it 
always  in  the  present  and  never  in  memory, 
I  should  learn  nothing." 

One  day  a  young  scribe  of  gre^^L  beauty 
approached  the  Sphinx  and  in  a  low  tone 
inquired  :  "  What  is  the  secret  of  thy 
smile,  O  Sphinx  F  " 

"  Speak  louder.  She  will  not  hear  you," 
called  his  companion. 

Es-siddeeh  leaped  to  his  feet. 

"  Who  sent  thee  hither  V  he  cried. 
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"  Sa-adeh,  the  Bestower-of-Felicity," 
answered  the  youth  ;  and  turning  to  his 
comrade,  "  If  you  wish  to  know  why  I 
do  not  shout,  know  that  it  is  because  I 
have  read  the  early  work  of  a  certain 
scribe  Es-siddeeh.  It  is  very  evident 
that,  as  with  many  persons  of  original 
mind,  he  scarcely  recognized  the  full 
import  of  what  he  was  at  the  time  writing. 
Had  he  been  acquainted  with  more 
scholars  and  had  more  experience  of  life, 
he  would  have  spoken  with  greater  cer- 
tainty. He  would  have  also  realized,  too, 
I  do  not  doubt,  that  his  work  was  not 
so  vain  as  it  then  appeared  to  him.  But 
he  disappeared  and  none  knows  whither, 
since  his  parents  never  spoke  of  him  again. 
I,  taking  up  his  work,  have  already  carried 
it  further,  I  think,  than  he  had  when  he 
abandoned  it.  Nevertheless  I,  too,  have 
ceased  to  labour  at  it  and  am  come  hither 
for  the  purpose  thou  knowest." 

"  Sa-adeh,"  echoed  Es-siddeeh,  waking  as 
if  from  a  dream  ;  "  I  seem  to  remember  that 
name.     Tell  me  now,  how  did  you " 

But  the  stranger,  receiving  no  reply 
from  the  Sphinx,  had  departed. 

Es-siddeeh  sat  him  down  again  in 
dejection. 
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That  night  he  did  not  sleep.  The 
memory  of  Sa-adeh  overcame  him  with 
tears.  All  his  life  passed  in  review. 
Never  had  his  reverie  seemed  so  bitter, 
his  questioning  so  futile  as  on  that 
midnight,  yet  toward  dawn  he  suddenly 
stood  up  with  a  shout.  An  immeasurable 
serenity  flooded  his  being. 

"  I  have  it !  "  he  cried.  "  I  have  solved 
the  secret  of  thy  smile,  O  Sphinx  !  " 

At  that  moment  the  tropic  sun  arose, 
and  in  its  rays  he  beheld  the  face  of  the 
tormentor  shine  with  an  equable  and 
golden  splendour.  The  eyes  of  the  Sphinx, 
no  longer  lacking  pupils,  possessed  sight, 
and  from  the  smile  had  vanished  all  that 
he  detested. 


VI 


A  new  porter,  a  garrulous  and  slipshod 
wastrel,  had  taken  the  place  of  the  old. 
It  appeared  that  nowadays  the  Princess 
received  but  few  visits,  despite  the  fact 
that  she  was  acknowledged  almost  as 
beautiful  as  ever,  albeit  in  a  different 
style.  Her  temperament,  he  learned,  was 
difficult,  her  wealth  greater  than  ever. 

After  but  short  delay  he  found  himself 


THE  SMILE  OF  THE  SPHINX    75 

in  the  antechamber.  He  acquainted  the 
damsel  with  his  mission.  She  vanished 
through  the  curtains,  and  the  following 
conversation  was  borne  to  Es-siddeeh's 
ears  : 

"  An  old  man,  calling  himself  the  Very- 
Veracious,  has  arrived  and  sues  for  an 
interview  on  the  same  subject  as  his 
forerunners." 

"  I  cannot  see  him." 

The  maid  returned. 

"  TeU  her,"  said  Es-siddeeh,  "  that  she 
is  as  beautiful  as  one  red  rose  in  a  garden 
of  lihes." 

"  The  compliment,"  he  heard  the 
Princess  remark,  "  though  graceful,  is  not 
new ;  in  fact  so  old  that  I  scarcely 
distinctly  recollect  when  I  made  a  fashion 
for  it.     Dismiss  him." 

''  TeU  her,"  said  Es-siddeeh,  "  that  her 
wisdom  has  the  wings  of  the  rukh,  the 
eye  of  the  falcon,  the  talons  of  the  osprey, 
and  the  voice  of  the  dove." 

"  The  Very- Veracious,"  he  heard  the 
Princess  reply,  "  is  there  very  much  in  the 
wrong.  If  I  have  learned  nothing  else  in 
my  life  I  have  at  least  learned  that  my 
wisdom  has  no  such  enviable  character- 
istics.   Dismiss  him." 
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"  Tell  her,"  said  Es-siddeeh,  suddenly 
overcome  with  a  novel  misgiving,  "  that 
I  know  the  answer  to  all  secrets,  including 
the  secret  of  the  smile  of  the  Sphinx." 

"  How  original  !  "  cried  the  Princess. 
"  Does  he  really  know  the  secret  of  the 
Sphinx's  smile  ?     Send  him  in." 

Es-siddeeh  went  in  and  bowed  down. 

"  Though  changed,"  he  said,  "  O  Sa- 
adeh,  you  are  as  beautiful  as  ever." 

"  Your  beard  has  grown  so  long  and  so 
white,"  she  answered,  "  that — surely  thou 
art  the  (what  is  the  name  ?)  the  Es- 
siddeeh  I  once  knew,  are  you  not  ?  " 

"  I  am." 

"  And  you  know  all  secrets  ?  " 

"  I  do." 

Then  she  plied  him  with  various  ques- 
tions concerning  the  value  as  an  amulet  of 
this  or  that  precious  stone,  of  the  pedigree 
of  famous  horses,  of  music  as  an  Emotional 
Sound  or  as  an  Architecture,  and  many 
other  matters  of  a  similar  nature. 

All  these  questions  he  answered  with 
such  a  considerable  wealth  of  detail  that 
Sa-adeh  appeared  confused.  Both  fell 
silent. 

After  her  eyes  had  rested  for  some  time 
upon  his  face   in   a   musing  fashion,   she 
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asked  with  a  strange  inflexion,  "  What  is 
love  ?  " 

He  was  dumbfounded. 

"  I  believe  you  have  forgotten,"  she 
said,  and  in  the  intonation  of  her  voice 
there  was  a  hint  of  the  equivocal. 

His  eyes  filled  with  tears.  "  I  have  not 
forgotten,"  he  said  ;  "  perhaps  I  am  only 
just  beginning  to  learn." 

She  gave  him  a  curious  look ;  then, 
moving  her  head,  proceeded  with  an 
instant  change  of  tone,  "  Well,  what  is 
the  secret  of  the  smile  of  the  Sphinx  ?  " 

A  wave  of  emotion  swept  over  him. 
He  smiled  and  arose. 

"  With  the  details  of  my  inquiry  I 
will  not  trouble  you.  Suffice  it  to  say 
that  for  nearly  forty  years  I  have  been 
searching." 

"  So  long  as  that  ?  " 

"  Many  hard  early  days  I  spent  in  the 
desert  and  endured  great  privations." 

"  Indeed  ?     I  am  sorry.    Forget  them." 

"  I  would  not  if  I  could — they  were  the 
price  of  knowledge.  At  one  time  I  came 
near  losing  my  wits." 

"  So  ?     I  am  sorry." 

"  Next  I  spent  some  years  interrogating 
the  wisest  of  earth." 
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"  Oh  !  " 

"  But  met  with  no  answer." 

"  Ah  !  ^' 

"  Then  I  spent  further  years  in  ac- 
quiring money — years  of  misery  they  were 
and  years  of  degradation — that  I  might 
discover  the  secret.  I  was  ruined.  T 
repeat,  I  was  ruined." 

"  Pardon  me.  Yes,  you  were  ruined. 
I  am  sorry." 

"  I  served  as  a  soldier.  I  received 
wounds.  I  was  captive.  I  was  beaten. 
I  escaped.  I  rose  to  power.  I  exploited 
all  modes  of  living  and  fulfilling  myself, 
but  my  experiments  brought  me  no  nearer 
the  secret." 

"  No  nearer.  .  .  ." 

"  Then  I  set  forth  on  a  dreary  journey 
to  renew  my  memory  of  the  Sphinx's 
face.  I  sat  down  beside  her.  For  a  long 
time  I  learned  nothing — the  smile  seemed 
hardly  less  mysterious  than  it  had  ever 
been.  Then — but  you  are  not  listen- 
mg  .  .  . 

"  My  friend,  I  am  indeed  ;  you  were 
on  a  journey  and " 

"  At  length  one  day  a  youth — but  I 
will  not  burden  you  with  that,  though  it 
was  strange.  .  .  ," 
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"  Why  do  you  look  so  at  me  ?  I  am 
listening." 

"  That  night  I  learned  the  secret  of  the 
Sphinx." 

"  At  last !  " 

"  I  learned  it  indeed." 

"  Yes.    Well,  what  is  it  ?  " 

"  A  difficult  matter.  You  must  listen 
most  carefully,  so  subtle  is  its  sense  ;  yet 
in  its  comprehension  lies  hid  the  whole 
secret  of  man's  possible  happiness." 

"  I  am  listening." 

There  was  a  stillness  in  the  chamber. 
Es-siddeeh  closed  his  eyes  to  concentrate 
his  thought.  Then,  opening  them,  he 
began  : 

"  I  learned  the  secret — that  smile  is  the 


secret." 


"  So  I  supposed." 

"  Hush,  or  I  shall  begin  to  think  that 
you  do  not  know  how  to  value  this  gift 
of  my  whole  life,  which  I  am  making  you. 
It  is  very  difficult,  but  if  all  men  would 
listen  to  me  their  lives  would  be  easier." 

"  I  thought  the  secret  was  for  me — yet 
no  matter.    Proceed.    You  see  how  serious 

am. 

"  I  learned  its  secret." 

His   lips   trembled.      He    could   hardly 


I  "~  " 
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speak  ;  at  last  with  a  great  effort  he  said, 
"  Now  it  comes — wpon  maintaining  that 
smile,  which  is  the  sign  of  the  power  of  her 
existence,  all  her  energy  is  bent.  She  did 
not  tell  me,  but  I  found  it  written  in  my 
heart.  For  what  is  she  ?  In  the  Sphinx, 
with  her  ravaged  countena?ice  and  mutilated 
smile,  I  behold  Life  itself^Life  in  mysterioiu 
might,  ignorant  of  its  own  origin,  cofiscious 
only  of  its  own  beauty,  couchant  amid  the 
wilderness  of  space  and  eternity.'''' 

"  Is  the  smile  of  the  Sphinx  all  that 
indeed  ?  I  had  somehow  thought  it  was 
something  more  intimate.  But  how 
serious  you  look  !  Do  not  frown  —  I 
would  not  offend  you  for  the  world.'' 

"  Should  I  not  smile  ?  "  he  said  bitterly. 

"  Yes,  like  the  Sphinx." 

"  Quick  !     How,  did  you  know  that  ?  " 

"  Don't  frighten  me.  I  was  but  speak- 
ing idly." 

"  Idly  ?  " 

"  Seriously  then,  if  you  like — since  you 
attach  such  importance  to  it.  Women 
always  work  by  miracles  and  never  know 
when  they  have  performed  one.  .  .  .  Ex- 
cellent, you  are  smiling,  though  your 
smile  is  ambiguous." 

"  I  do  but  obey  her.'" 
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"  Not  me  ?  " 

"  That  smile  which  we  behold  on  her 
face  is  the  smile  we  see  everywhere  about 
us ;  only  in  her  it  has  become  more 
august — first  by  reason  of  her  greater 
consciousness  of  isolation  in  the  Desert 
and  beneath  the  Stars ;  and,  secondly,  by 
consciousness  of  her  strength." 

"  Will  you  hand  me  my  fan  ?  Thank 
you." 

"  For  what  are  not  the  properties  of  the 
smile — the  sovereign  beauty,  the  witness 
of  power — in  Nature  ?  Wise  indeed  the 
man  who  knows  the  bounds  of  what  it  is 
capable.  When  we  are  born  the  first 
thing  we  behold  is  a  smile  :  the  Nurse 
smiles  at  us,  and  in  that  smile  we  should 
read — were  we  then  capable — the  self- 
satisfaction  of  Nature,  proud  of  her 
reproductive  powers,  who  dandles  us  in 
her  arms  with  the  assurance  that  she 
knows  what  is  best  for  us.  Ah,  how 
universal  is  the  smile  !  Think  of  the 
variety  of  smiles  that  exist.  'Tis  all  for 
smiles  this  life  !  And  that  is  at  once  its 
apparent  cruelty  and  its  final  justification. 
On  the  blackness  of  Eternity  it  expands 
in  a  smile  like  a  rainbow — a  rainbow  whose 
arch  begins  and  ends,  as  rainbow  arches 
6 
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do,  uncertain  where.  And  this  blossom- 
ing in  Infinity  justifies  itself.  .  .  .  How  ? 
By  the  beauty  of  its  smile.  Therefore 
smile.  Smile  and  be  in  harmony  with — 
if  not  the  spirit  of  the  Universe  (for  the 
unknown  looking  down  from  the  Hill  of 
Heaven  upon  the  Rainbow  may,  for  all  we 
know,  smile  also,  and  on  the  import  of  that 
smile  opinion  may  be  divided),  and  be  in 
harmony  at  least  with  the  beauty  of  that 
fragment  of  the  Universe  which,  if  we 
do  not  wholly  comprehend,  we  can  at 
least  worship  and  imitate.  .  .  .  But  you 
are  yawning." 

'^  No,  obedient  to  you,  I  was — smiling." 
"  And  for  how  long  ?  Until  we  are 
resolved — as  the  drops  of  the  rainbow- 
are  resolved  after  refracting  supernal 
colours.  Yet  as  a  raindrop  glitters,  ere 
it  evaporate  upon  the  flower  and  be  again 
(who  knows  ?)  drawn  up  in  the  immense 
cycle,  with  some  reflection  of  the  glory 
which  its  passage  served  to  make,  so 
should  we  maintain  that  smile  to  the 
moment  of  our  dissolution.  As  indeed  I, 
whose  stormy  aerial  passage  is  nearly  over, 
shall  do  till  I  attain  to  mine.  For  what 
commoner  solace  do  we  hear  than  that 
'  he   died   with   a   smile   wpon    his  face '  ? 
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Such  a  smile  may  each  have  at  his  passing  ! 
How  happy  our  friends  will  be  to  see 
it,  how  confounded  our  enemies !  How 
comforted,  too,  the  philosophers,  who  will 
not  fail  to  perceive  in  it  the  reflection  of 
whatever  faith  they  hold  :  the  ineffable 
joy  of  one  whose  beatified  wings  even  now 
mingle  with  the  wings  of  other  spirits  in 
divine  assumption ;  the  satisfaction  of 
the  racked,  whom  never  again  Joy  and 
Sorrow,  the  Eternal's  twin  tormentors, 
will  wake  from  endless  sleep  ;  the  pro- 
found irony  of  one  who  never  expected 
his  pleasures  to  last  for  ever  ;  and  the 
disdain,  too  proud  to  curve  itself  in  a 
full  sneer,  of  one  who  opposes  to  the 
silent  smile  of  the  Cosmicomical  Unknown 
a  smile  yet  more  silent  !  " 

He  paused. 

"  I  have  been  thinking  .  .  ."  said  the 
Princess. 

"  You  wish  to  know  more  ?  Shall  I 
explain  ?  " 

"  No.  It  is  unnecessary ;  all  this  is 
merely  a  parabolic  manner  of  disclosing 
that  you  wish  to  marry  me  and  consider 
that  you  have  earned  the  right  to  do  so, 
but  I  should  inform  you  that  since  you 
were   last    here    a    gentleman,    who    as    a 
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matter  of  fact  once  occupied  a  position 
menial  enough  but  of  importance  in  this 
household,  has  by  signal  honesty  and 
perseverance  arrived  at  a  position  where 
— well,  in  fact,  to  put  it  shortly,  I  have 
formed  another  attachment." 

"  Madam,  am  I  reft  of  my  senses  ? 
You  astonish  me  !     Who  ?  " 

"  The  Executioner." 

"  Ah,  heavens  !  Well,  let  me  inform 
you,  madam,  that  I,  too,  have  formed 
another  attachment." 

"  You  say  that  to  my  face  !  How  dare 
you  ?  But  I  saw  directly  you  entered 
this  room  that  you  had  long  ago  forgotten 
what  true  love  is.  Your  long  absence 
from  me  bears  it  witness.  Who,  may  I 
ask,  is  now  the  object  of  your  affections  ?  " 

"  Do  not  smile — or  smile,  madam,  if 
you  can  ;    I  love  the  Sphinx." 

He  had  but  that  moment  discovered  it. 

The  Princess  shrieked,  and  at  the  sound 
he  bent  upon  her  such  a  smile  as  in  memory 
effectually  prevented  her  ever  mentioning 
the  Sphinx  and  its  secrets  again  to  any 
person  whomsoever. 

Then  he  walked  out. 
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VII 

He  returned  to  the  Sphinx. 

While  yet  afar  off  he  was  puzzled 
beholding  a  mountain  range  arisen  in  the 
wilderness.  As  he  drew  nearer  he  recog- 
nized it  for  the  Sphinx.  If  during  his 
thirty  years'  wanderings  she  had  appeared 
to  increase  in  size,  to  what  dimensions  had 
she  not  attained  during  his  brief  absence  ! 
The  vapours  of  the  desert,  rising  about 
her,  had  collected  upon  her  shoulders  in 
a  strata  of  billowy  cloud,  and  her  head, 
unimaginably  exalted,  had  now  reached 
such  an  altitude  that  the  features  were 
almost  indistinguishable  in  the  blaze  of 
the  sun. 

Night  had  fallen  by  the  time  that  he 
stood  within  the  canyon  of  her  breasts. 
For  a  little  he  rested  his  head  upon  the 
rock.  A  great  weariness  descended  upon 
him.  Physical  infirmity,  the  inevitable 
sequel  of  all  he  had  suffered  in  body  and 
in  soul,  now  made  him  its  prey.  His 
mind  and  spirit,  however,  remained  keen 
and  unquenchable  as  ever.  He  wrapped 
himself  in  his  cloak  and   lay  down.     At 
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midnight  he  awoke.  For  the  first  time 
the  Sphinx,  speaking  in  a  voice  of  more 
than  mortal  tenderness,  had  made  utter- 
ance without  being  addressed,  "  Art  thou 
returned,  my  lover  ?  " 

"  Thou  seest  me.  All  I  love  I  have 
given  thee." 

"  Few  have  bestowed  upon  me  so  much 
as  thou.  Fewer  still  have  arrived  where 
thou  hast  arrived,  while  yet  possessing 
the  eye  not  wholly  dimmed  and  the 
tongue  not  altogether  palsied.  One  thing, 
however,  thou  hast  kept  from  me — the 
seal  that  is  on  thy  heart." 

"  Ah,  Sphinx,"  replied  Es-siddeeh, 
''  that  I  cannot  give  ;  it  is  part  of  myself. 
Nor  would  I — for  it  was  that  which  first 
brought  me  hither  to  scan  thy  face  and 
to  read  thy  riddle." 

"  I  am  a  jealous  lover." 

"  I  know  it.  Yet  what  care  I  ?  Thy 
jealousy  is  a  measure  of  my  reward ; 
for  though  I  have  discovered  thy  secret 
in  general,  yet  it  is  a  secret  which  no 
man  perhaps  will  ever  fathom  in  all 
particulars.  Happy  the  hero  who  attains 
as  far  as  I,  happier  yet  he  who  can  gaze 
unwinkingly  upon  thee,  as  I  do  now,  and 
hourly  fathom  something  further  !  " 
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"  I  am  a  jealous  lover.  Thou  hast  not 
much  longer  to  gaze.'" 

"  No  matter.  Eyes  do  not  perish  with 
me,  and  for  myself  I  am  rewarded." 

Then  was  it  that  for  Es-siddeeh  the 
body  and  the  face  of  the  Sphinx  achieved 
a  final  apotheosis.  Her  limbs  throbbed 
wdth  a  deep  and  terrible  energy.  From 
her  breast  issued  an  all-embracing  warmth 
similar  to  that  of  the  earth.  Her  breath- 
ing became  distinct  as  an  august  and 
stupendous  rhythm,  resembling  the  ascent 
and  descent  of  waters  from  firmament  to 
firmament.  Her  cheeks  flushed  with  a 
youthful  elation.  Into  her  eyes  arose  an 
immense  light  fixed  upon  unforetold 
futurities,  and  all  her  face,  so  worn  and 
beautiful,  became  more  ravaged  and  even 
more  beautiful — for  the  very  deepening 
scars,  wasting  and  remoulding  the  features, 
gradually  resolved  the  visage  into  an 
ethereal  harmonv  hitherto  unknown. 
Around  her  head,  entangling  in  its  mesh 
the  nearer  planets,  there  wreathed  itself 
an  enormous  halo,  iridescent  as  that 
which  encircles  the  frosty  moon.  Her 
whole  being  exuded  a  supreme  lustre  until 
she  became  one  living  and  colossal  crystal 
which    distributed    in    refraction    all    the 
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colours  of  the  rainbow  and  which  pal- 
pitated with  powers  unguessed. 

And  to  Es-siddeeh,  who  beheld  her 
through  the  tears  of  one  who  momentaril}- 
expects  to  be  parted,  the  spectra  and  the 
palpitance  appeared  in  triple. 

"  O  Sphinx,  O  Life  the  Enchantress," 
he  cried,  "  my  true  and  only  love,  take 
if  thou  wilt  my  heart  and  the  seal  upon 
it,  for  thine  am  I  only,  thee  only  would  I 
aid,  thee  only  do  I  love,  thee  only  would 
I  worship  !  " 


A  band  of  Arabs,  journeying  across  the 
desert,  found  him,  when  dawn  came,  lying 
between  the  paws  of  the  giant — dead, 
more  cold  than  the  stone  which  surrounded 
him  and  which  now  began  to  kindle  in  the 
morning  rays.  Though  there  had  been  no 
dew,  his  garments  were  deluged  as  with 
the  falling  of  a  mighty  tear.  Upon  his 
face  there  lingered  a  fixed  smile,  and, 
gazing  upward,  they  beheld  its  double  in 
the  sunlit  face  of  the  familiar  Sphinx. 

Here  ends  the  story  of  the  Smile 
OF  THE  Sphinx.     Mayest  thou  also 

LEARN    ITS    secret. 


TO  EDMUND   qOSSE 


SIR  PERSEUS  AND  THE  FAIR 
ANDROMEDA 

(jfune  iq20-JanuaTy  1922) 


An  old  foundation  is  worthy  of  all  respect, 

but  it  must  not  take  from  us  the  right  to 

build  afresh  wherever  we  will. 

Goethe. 
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I 


IT  was  earliest  morning  in  the  i^gean. 
Andromeda,  who  had  been  kept 
awake  overnight  by  the  Nereids'  pro- 
longed celebration  of  Poseidon's  five 
thousand  and  fifty  -  second  birthday, 
surveyed  the  quotidian  wonder  of  the 
scene  without  enthusiasm.  Below  her 
crag  the  sea  washed  back  and  forth  with 
as  torpid  a  sound  as  the  breathing  of 
the  Monster,  her  master,  who  dozed  in 
sesquipedalion  ease,  whiskered  saurian  jaw 
upon  web-foot,  and  from  time  to  time 
lifted  a  bleary  eyelid  that  he  might  direct 
at  the  nymph  such  a  clumsy  wink  as 
enabled  him  at  once  to  keep  a  close  watch 
and  to  express  with  an  air  of  humorous 
knowingness  the  otiose  satisfaction  he  felt 
in  her  continued  presence.  To  such 
glances  she  responded,  as  was  her  wont,  by 
a  brilliant  smile.  On  this  particular  morn- 
ing, however,  Andromeda  could  not  but  be 
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aware  that  her  smile  lacked  something  of 
that  delicious  spontaneity  on  which  she 
particularly  prided  herself. 

"  Hateful  beast !  "  she  murmured ;  ''how 
weary  I  am  of  him  !  How  horribly 
uxorious  he  is  !  Why  does  not  my  hero 
come  ?  " 

She  lifted  a  mirror,  sole  heirloom  of  her 
mother,  that  beautiful  Cassiope,  who  in  an 
ill-advised  moment  had  so  imprudently 
(if  justifiably)  challenged  the  Nereids  to 
a  combat  of  good  looks  and  had  been 
rewarded  with  the  usual  sequel  to  such 
competitions — a  scandal,  the  spite  of  less 
fortunately  endowed  divinities  and,  in  this 
case,  the  additional  penalty  of  the  con- 
demnation of  a  lovely  only  daughter  to  an 
/Egean  rock  under  the  wardship  of  the 
Monster.  Andromeda  sighed.  Alas  !  this 
mirror  and  a  comb  of  ebony,  carved  in 
the  shape  of  a  running  crocodile,  gift  of 
her  father  Cepheus,  King  of  Ethiopia, 
were  all  she  possessed  in  her  own  right. 
And  she  was  already  tiring  of  them.  For 
what  pleasure  is  there  in  combing  orichal- 
cian  hair  with  even  the  strangest  comb 
before  even  the  most  becoming  mirror  if 
the  ensuing  satisfaction  cannot  be  shared 
with     another  ?      Beauty,    whatever    the 
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poets,  who  are  notoriously  susceptible  to 
its  charm,  may  say,  is  not  born  to  blush 
unseen.  Is  not  its  function  to  lend  an 
exquisite  touch  of  poetry  to  an  otherwise 
workaday  universe  ?  Andromeda  was 
conscious  that  woman  is  not  a  chattel 
but  has  a  mission  in  the  world,  and  that, 
under  her  present  circumstances,  she  was 
unable  to  fulfil  that  mission.  Her  glance 
swept  the  scene.  How  wearisome  the 
prospect  that  greeted  her  !  She  observed — 
for  the  seven  hundred  and  thirty-first  time 
— Phoebus  rising,  charioted,  in  the  east.  He 
was  in  no  haste.  The  winsome  stallions 
were  yet  jetting  brine  from  their  manes  and 
the  disdainful  God  himself  continued  to 
dally  at  winding  of  the  chaplet  of  fire  about 
his  cockled  poll.  Anon  placing  a  foot 
upon  the  chariot's  prow,  he  shook  free  the 
reins  and,  covering  his  mouth  with  his 
hand — perhaps  to  stifle  certain  symptoms 
of  such  world-weariness  as  in  every  age 
and  clime  martyrs  the  elect — began  his 
accustomed  posting.  A  placid  aureate 
light  suffused  the  still  waters  of  the  Archi- 
pelago. Each  islet,  mossed  with  vegeta- 
tion and  delicately  stippled  with  fissures, 
stood  upright  upon  its  silvery  reflection, 
and  the  almost  imperceptible  motion  of 
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the  swell,  gliding  as  a  hand  glides  beneath 
a  surface  of  silk,  caused  each  in  succession 
to  rock  upon  its  image.  When  this 
oscillation  had  subsided,  nothing  moved 
in  the  void  of  the  sky  save  the  ball  of  the 
sun  ;  nothing  moved  upon  the  profundity 
of  the  waters  except  the  sun's  molten  and 
ever-widening  blaze. 

"  Yes,  my  pet,  an  uncommonly  grilling 
hot  day  it's  going  to  be,"  sighed  the 
Monster ;  "  folks  may  call  me  the  Grand 
Turk,  but,  Turk  or  no  Turk,  I  can't  stand 
stuffy  heat." 

He  adjusted  the  fez  he  wore  between  his 
horns  by  a  shake  of  the  head.  "  Here,  my 
love,  is  another  novel  for  you."  He 
stirred  a  flipper.  "  Your  old  friend,  the 
Sea-Captain,  is  going  below." 

The  deep,  slowly  surging,  closed  above 
him.  Three  gigantic  bubbles  broke  sur- 
face with  the  sound  of  exploding  bladders. 
Andromeda  stooped  for  the  book. 

"  He  doesn't  in  the  least  understand 
me,"  she  muttered,  "  and,  what  is  worse, 
he  has  no  memory.  I've  read  this  book 
before."  The  leaves  were  curled  by  the 
heat,  freckled  and  glistening  with  the 
sea-salt  from  which  the  Monster  had 
plucked  it. 
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The  refrain  of  the  sirens,  words  of 
aboriginal  simplicity,  intoned  to  a  chant 
at  once  monotonous  and  seductive, 
floated  to  her  ears.  The  sound  irritated 
her.  She  frowned  toward  the  reef  on 
which  they  lay  drawing  their  hair  through 
their  teeth  or  sucking  their  mother-of- 
pearl  necklaces.  From  Circe's  isolate 
crag,  topped  by  a  colonnaded  palace  on  the 
roof  of  which  sparkled  a  gigantic  mirror 
and  other  astrological  instruments,  arose 
a  swinish  screaming.  Then  all  was  still 
again.  The  sea  regurgitated  in  the  sea- 
caves  with  the  sound  as  of  prodigious 
yawns. 

Andromeda  tapped  the  covers  against 
a  dimpled  knee.  Sand  trickled  from  be- 
tween the  pages.  The  volume  opened 
where  it  would  seem  to  have  opened  before. 

"  Truly  he  was  good  to  look  upon^  zvith  the 
fair  hair  curling  off  his  forehead^ 

Andromeda  wrinkled  her  nose. 

"  Women  said  of  him  that  he  had  fascina- 
tion. He  had — had  he  known  it.  She 
knew  it  now.  .  .  ." 

Andromeda  knit  her  brows. 

"  There  was  a?i  inexpressible  something 
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in  his  glance,  something  wonderful  that  had 
never  been  there  before.'''' 

Andromeda  bit  her  lips. 

"  And  suddenly  at  last — what  had  hap- 
pened to  her  ?  what  was  she  doing  ? — he 
took  her  in  his  armsy 

Andromeda  flung  the  book  into  the  sea. 
The  Monster  made  no  sign.  Once 
more  she  commenced  to  comb  her  hair. 
A  light  breeze  had  arisen  and  the  torrent 
of  sunny  tresses  wavered  gently  to  and  fro, 
half  veiling,  half  disclosing  the  miraculous 
perfection  of  a  body  rounded  like  a  peach 
and  flame-flushed  or  pale  as  the  inner 
surface  of  an  oyster-shell.  Two  ochre 
butterflies,  drifting  down  the  air,  danced, 
palpitant,  before  her  lips  as  if  to  watch 
her.   .   .   . 


II 


It  was  at  this  moment  that  a  page, 
standing  in  the  machicolated  crow's-nest 
of  the  5^.  George,  a  vessel  laden  with 
knights,  men-at-arms  and  pilgrims  re- 
turning from  the  Holy  Land,  cried  to  Sir 
Perseus,  where  he  sat  at  a  chess-board  in 
the  poop.  "  Islands  ahoy,  Sir,  on  the  star- 
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board  bow  !  "  ;  and  two  minutes  later,  '  A 
flame  on  the  extreme  westerly  isle,  Sir  !  " 

Then  Sir  Perseus  cried  to  the  page, 
"  Climb  down,  my  page,  for  I  deem  that 
the  bell  to  matins  now  soundeth  and  it  is 
not  meet  that  thou  shouldst  absent  thyself 
therefrom." 

"  Goest  thou  not,  Sir,  to  matins  thy- 
self ?  "  replied  the  page. 

"  Alas,  no,"  answered  Sir  Perseus ; 
"  needs  must  that  one  watch,  therefore 
will  I  take  thy  place." 

So  he  climbed  up  into  the  crow's-nest. 

Then  the  sirens,  observing  the  ship  of 
chequered  sail,  with  its  palisaded  poop 
and  glitter  of  shields,  lances  and  trumpets 
mustered  within  its  waist,  redoubled  their 
singing. 

"  For,"  reasoned  they,  "  this  must 
undoubtedly  be  that  famous  scamp 
Ulysses  making  tracks  for  home,  having 
shot  the  moon  on  every  hostess  the  wide 
world  round.  There  never  was  such  a 
rogue.  Well,  we  won't  let  him  give  us  the 
go-by  this  time." 

Sir  Perseus,  however,  so  lusty  was  the 

singing  of  anthems  aboard  his  vessel,  did 

not  hear  their  chorus.     But   having,   by 

the  very  purest  chance,  viewed  how  all 
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naked  the  sea-fairies  disported  themselves 
among  the  shallows,  turned  his  eyes  away, 
being  very  much  ashamed  for  their  sakes. 
"  Sore  grieveth  it  me,"  he  said,  "  these 
ladies  should  be  so  forward.  I  doubt  not 
but  that  they  are  laid  under  some  ill  spell 
by  a  wizard.  Yet,  because  the  flesh  is 
frail  and  my  companions  may  not  be  so 
impervious  to  their  charms  as  I  am  myself, 
I  will  not  put  back  to  rescue  them." 

So  he  sailed  on. 

Then  Circe,  perceiving  by  the  aid  of  her 
astrological  mirror  Sir  Perseus  erect  in  the 
crow's-nest,  said  to  herself,  "  Well,  if  he 
isn't  Ulysses,  he  is  at  any  rate  a  very 
presentable  young  man."  And  forthwith 
she  began  weaving  her  ensorcelments. 

No  sooner,  however,  did  Sir  Perseus 
ascertain  that  his  ship  was  being  drawn 
out  of  her  course  and  beheld  the  spectacle 
of  a  mature,  if  charming,  woman  standing 
and  making  certain  demi-occult  signs  with 
her  hands  upon  the  roof  of  the  island 
palace,  than  he  was  troubled  in  spirit. 

"  Madam,"  said  he,  "  I  doubt  not  but 
that  your  intentions  are  honourable,  yet 
much  sea-faring  hath  made  me  most 
marvellous  circumspect  and,  moreover,  I 
have  my  crew  to  consider." 
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So  from  within  his  surcoat  he  produced 
his  jewel,  which  contained  a  portion  of  the 
left  ear  and  three  bristles  from  the  tail  of 
the  illustrious  pig  aforetime  attendant  on 
St.  Anthony,  a  relic  which  Sir  Perseus  had 
acquired,  together  with  indubitable  evi- 
dence as  to  its  pedigree,  from  a  Hebrew 
merchant  in  the  heart  of  the  Holy  City 
itself. 

So  exceptional  a  token  was  not  without 
its  effect  upon  Circe. 

"  What  an  original  !  "  she  said.  "  He 
must  be  English.  They  are  all  mad." 
And  she  laughed  so  consumedly  as  to  drop 
some  stitches  in  the  web  of  her  enchant- 
ment.    The  ship  returned  to  its  course. 

Sir  Perseus  fanned  himself  with  his 
breviary.  There  was,  it  seemed,  an 
unusual  concentration  of  assorted  perils 
to  be  encountered  that  day — and  the 
weather  was  uncommonly  hot.  .   .   . 

A  sudden  clamour  arose  from  the  prow. 
The  company  was  pointing  westward. 
Upon  the  farthest  islet  Sir  Perseus  per- 
ceived a  flame  of  extraordinary  beauty  to 
be  wavering.  This  flame  wavered  not  wp 
but  down. 

Andromeda,  taking  note  of  the  strange 
ship  and  feeling  she  didn't  quite  know  how, 
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but  witli  the  infallible  divination  of  a 
handsome  young  woman's  instinct  that  her 
saviour  was  at  hand,  now  plied  her  comb 
with  double  energy. 

"  Ah,"  said  Sir  Perseus  with  a  strictly 
knightly  oath,  "  I  wot  there  is  some  strange- 
ness here.  Sweet  saint  who  givest  to  the 
mariner  keener  eyes,  grant  that  I  may  dis- 
cover it." 

His  prayer  was  almost  instantaneously 
answered.  A  miraculous  clarity,  such  as 
so  often  visits  the  eye  of  chivalrous  youth 
under  like  circumstances,  clarified  his 
vision  to  such  an  extent  that  he  clearly 
descried  not  only  Andromeda  but  the 
horns  of  the  Monster  now  emergent 
from  the  waves. 

"  Sirs,"  said  Sir  Perseus,  "  fortune  hath 
dealt  right  well  by  me  this  day.  Many 
perils  contrived  I  to  avoid  which  were  but 
the  stratagems  of  the  Evil  One  to  avenge 
himself  in  that  so  valorously  I  have 
acquitted  myself  against  the  Saracen. 
Yet  now  I  doubt  not  but  that  heaven  has 
granted  me  to  deal  a  goodly  stroke  in  my 
turn  for  the  enterprises  that  Satan,  albeit 
that  he  had  no  profit  of  them,  has  launched 
against  me  and  you  also,  peradventure,  this 
day." 
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*'  What  wilt  thou  then,  Sir,"  returned 
the  company,  "  that  like  a  brachet  thou 
bayest  a  stag,  which,  truth  to  speak,  Sir, 
we  see  not  ?  " 

"  Perceive  ye  not,"  answered  Sir  Perseus, 
"  that  flame  upon  yonder  islet  ?  I  do 
declare  unto  you  that  it  is  the  hair  of  a 
damsel  in  distress." 

"  Peradventure  thou  speakest  rightly," 
declared  the  company  ;  "  belike  the  Saints, 
according  to  their  wont,  have  granted  thee 
sight  to  discern  that  which  for  common 
folk  has  no  convincing  existence.  We 
know  not.     Do  then  what  thou  wilt." 

So  Sir  Perseus  climbed  down  from  the 
top  and  ordered  the  ship  to  be  anchored 
and  a  cup  of  wine  to  be  brought  him  and 
the  company  to  go  to  prayer.  "  For," 
said  he,  "  I  wot  well  that  I  must  needs 
show  some  prowess  in  arms  this  day." 

Then  made  he  haste  to  drink  as  they  to 
pray  and  afterward  assumed  his  unique 
set  of  armour,  which  included  a  shield 
resplendent  as  glass  in  the  furnace  and  an 
elegant  pair  of  rainbow  wings  in  the  Early 
English  style.  His  hauberk,  celebrated 
for  its  property  of  conferring  invisibility, 
he  retained  in  his  left  hand  ;  in  his  right 
he  grasped  the  famous  falchion  Herpe,  the 
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hilt  of  which  was  studded  with  diamonds 
of  the  finest  water  and  which  was  said  to 
have  been  shot  from  heaven  among  the 
lighter  dunnage  of  St.  Irminsul. 

Meanwhile  the  Monster  was  remarked 
to  have  wholly  risen  from  his  Mediter- 
ranean couch  and  to  be  observing  the  ship 
with  curiosity  not  unaccompanied  by 
symptoms  of  irritation.  Columns  of  sea- 
water,  shaped  like  lilies,  sparkled  moment- 
arily against  the  blue  horizon  ;  a  golden 
vapour  of  steam  lifted  slowly  into  the 
sunshine  ;  two  vast  whorls  of  smoke, 
breathed  presumably  from  the  creature's 
nostrils,  veiled  the  chill  flake  of  the  infant 
moon  yet  scintillant  in  the  skies. 

The  song  of  the  sirens  died  down. 
Upon  her  palace  top  Circe  now  ceased  her 
enchantments  to  stand  at  gaze  stiller  upon 
the  apex  of  its  pediment  than  any  statue. 
In  all  that  scene  nothing  moved  but  the 
rollers  lengthening  themselves  indolently 
shoreward,  the  silken  pennants  weakly 
stirring  aboard  the  St.  George,  and  upon  the 
islet's  utmost  crag  that  unique  flame  now 
agitated  with  an  extreme  vigour. 

Sir  Perseus  rose  in  graceful  circles  from 
the  poop.  Spying  him,  the  Monster  lifted 
his  barbed  tail  and  playfully  flourished  it 
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so  that  the  sea-water  spun  off  the  spines 
in  a  sheet  of  flame,  a  draught  of  jewels. 
Faint  cheers  from  the  ship's  company  fol- 
lowed the  hero  across  the  water.  The 
sirens  clapped  their  hands  and  began  to 
swim  in  ample  circles,  constantly  thrusting, 
swanlike,  their  bosoms  from  the  waves  the 
better  to  enjoy  a  view.  Circe,  advancing 
one  knee,  clapped  a  small  telescope  to  her 
eye.   .  .   . 

For  a  while  Andromeda  was  not  able 
to  discern  the  figure  of  her  champion  on 
account  of  the  ascending  smoke.  Sud- 
denly he  appeared  directly  above  her. 
She  drew  in  her  breath  with  a  cry.  He 
was  even  more  handsome  than  she  had 
anticipated.  With  chestnut  hair  blown 
back  by  the  velocity  of  his  downward 
plunge,  with  wings  folded  behind  him  like 
a  swallow,  cased  in  silvery  armour  lit  by 
the  reflections  thrown  up  from  the  waters, 
he  appeared  scarcely  human  :  no  other 
than  Ganymede  momentarily  stooping 
toward  his  former  companions  joyfully  to 
display  the  gifts  heaped  upon  the  favour- 
ite of  Zeus — ideal  arms  and  a  celestial 
plumage. 
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III 


The  encounter  was  but  of  short  dura- 
tion. Even  the  eldest  of  the  sirens,  who 
in  her  time  had  beheld  more  than  one 
contest  between  youthful  heroes  and 
elderly  dragons,  was  surprised  at  its 
brevity.  "  But  it  is  the  way  of  the  world," 
she  reflected, — "  youth,  above  all  when 
aided  by  the  cap  of  invisibility  which 
renders  the  wearer  blind  to  his  own  im- 
perfections, now  as  ever  will  be  served." 
And  she  resumed  the  trivial  round  among 
her  companions. 

Andromeda  had  but  glimpsed  her 
deliverer,  and  no  sooner  glimpsed  than 
lost.  Smoke,  rolling  from  the  waves, 
enveloped  the  pair.  Nothing  was  to  be 
seen  or  heard  but  the  waters  boiling 
beneath  the  bosom  of  the  cloud  ?nd  the 
frequent  flash  and  whir  of  the  hero's 
falchion.  At  length  a  subsidence  of  the 
turmoil  and  a  sudden  tinge  of  carmine 
deepening  among  the  sand-atoms  in  the 
body  of  the  waves  informed  Andromeda 
that  that  which  she  wished  had  at  last 
been  indeed  accomplished.     At  the  same 
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moment  the  pall  of  smoke,  wafted  seaward 
upon  a  single  breath  of  breeze,  melted  into 
the  luminosity  of  distance. 

She  gazed  aloft.  Perseus,  hovering  on 
\\dngs  tremulous  as  those  of  a  poised 
kestrel,  cast  his  shadow  upon  the  depths, 
and  in  the  exaltation  of  thankfulness 
lifted  to  the  skies  his  silken  cap  of  in- 
visibility and  the  cross-hiked  brand  that 
had  been  forged  in  heaven.  The  sun, 
blazing  upon  his  helm  and  through  the 
curls  which  floated  from  beneath  it, 
wreathed  his  head  with  a  nimbus  of  fire. 
His  eyes  were  glassed  by  tears. 

Andromeda  found  herself  a  trifle 
abashed.  She  had  scarcely  foreseen  quite 
such  a  transport  before  the  expectation  of 
her  yielding  to  the  rights  of  a  champion. 
It  lowered  him  a  little  in  her  eyes. 

"  Hero  .  .  ."   she  said  softly.   .  .  . 

"  Hero  !  "  she  repeated  more  loudly. 

Sir  Perseus  started.  She  observed  that, 
even  constant  and  quivering  upon  the  air 
as  he  was,  her  voice  upset  his  equilibrium. 
He  veered  away.  Re-established  in  the 
ether  the  bird-like  warrior  took  one  long 
glance  at  her.  Then  abruptly  he  closed  his 
eyes,  plucked  down  his  visor,  tucked  the  cap 
of  invisibility  into  his  belt  and  descended. 
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Andromeda  parted  the  hair  from  her 
forehead  and  stretched  out  her  arms.  A 
rush  of  golden  eddies  netted  and  dimbed 
her  palpitating  body. 

Abruptly  he  stood  beside  her.  With  a 
cry  she  circled  her  arms  about  his  neck. 
"  I  cannot  greet  you  as  a  delivered 
maiden  should  while  your  visor  is  down," 
she  said. 

Sir  Perseus,  disengaging  her  hands  from 
his  shoulders  with  gauntleted  fingers, 
disposed  one  across  her  breasts,  and  the 
other  in  that  decorous  position  most 
customarily  affected  by  the  Graces. 
Then,  turning  away  his  head,  he  spread 
her  hair  about  her  body. 

"  Heathen  maiden,"  said  he ;  "  very 
evident  is  it  that  you  stand  sorely  in  need 
of  that  which  I  hasten  to  bring."  And 
forthwith  he  baptized  her  in  water  yet 
brackish  with  the  blood  of  the  dragon. 


When  seemly  night  fell,  Andromeda  was 
conveyed  aboard  the  pilgrim  ship. 
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IV 


Six  nights  later  the  vessel  passed  Sicily. 
At  midnight  Andromeda  abruptly  awoke 
in  darkness  laden  with  the  heavy  spices  of 
innumerable  flowers.  From  time  to  time 
illumined  by  the  flutter  of  summer 
lightning,  the  two  great  treasure-coffers, 
between  which  she  lay,  leaped  into  vision, 
and  when  this  happened  the  horsemen 
traced  upon  their  panels  lowered  their 
lances  and  charged.  .   .  . 

Overhead  sounded  the  intermittent 
musical  cry  of  the  look-out  in  the  crow's- 
nest  and  the  answering  cry  of  the  sailor 
with  the  lead. 

Andromeda  arose. 

Upon  the  poop  the  helmsman,  his  head 
lost  among  the  dusk  and  confusion  of 
swarming  lights,  leaned  backward  upon 
the  butt  of  the  tiller  in  contemplation  of 
his  guiding  star,  ahover  above  the  mast- 
head. At  its  foot  sat  a  page,  harp  to 
shoulder,  singing  to  himself  in  a  low  tone 
and  running  his  fingers  lingeringly  over 
the  strings.  Forward  of  the  still  sail  in 
the  decked  prow  leaned  the  solitary  figure 
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of  Sir  Perseus.  Very  softly  she  ap- 
proached him. 

"This  should  be  Sicily,"  said  he; 
"  visited  by  the  blessed  Saint  Paul 
who " 

At  that  moment  the  sky  pulsed  with 
a  thrice-repeated  uprush  of  scarlet  light ; 
the  silhouette  of  a  mountainous  island 
towered  so  immensely  close  above  the 
masthead  as  to  appear  about  to  topple 
and  overwhelm  the  ship ;  a  dull  tremor 
shook  the  air ;  dew  falling  from  the 
shrouds  pattered  along  the  deck;  a  smell 
of  ashes  and  hot  minerals  mingled  with 
the  offshore  breath  of  valley  flowers. 

"  The     flame     and     hammer     of     the 

Cyclops   in  their   stithy "   murmured 

Andromeda. 

"  What  are  they  ?  "  said  Sir  Perseus. 

But  she  did  not  answer,  for  darkness  had 
fallen  once  more — darkness  heavy  with  the 
perfume  of  violets,  fraught  with  the  sting- 
ing scent  of  fire,  darkness  astir  with  the 
sighing  undulance  of  waves  ghding  shore- 
ward, aflicker  with  the  soft  sweet  eyes  of 
countless  constellations,  darkness  in  which 
her  soul  dissolved  and  became  one  with 
the  passion  of  the  waters,  of  the  slow  airs, 
of  the  profound  night.     So  authentic  was 
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the  swell  of  feeling  in  Andromeda's  bosom 
that  she  could  not  but  be  persuaded  that 
her  stern  captor  must  inevitably  be  prey- 
to  it  also. 

"  Hero,"  she  sighed,  "  my  hero  !  "  and 
she  abandoned  herself  upon  his  breast. 

Sir  Perseus  put  her  to  an  arm's  distance 
and  hurriedly  crossed  himself. 

"  Maiden,"  said  he,  "  sensible  as  I  am  of 
your  gratitude, — a  gratitude,  methinks,  not 
unnatural  under  the  circumstances,  and  a 
gratitude,  meseemeth,  not  unbecoming  in 
one  so  recently  but  a  poor  pagan, — I  pray 
you  stay  a  little  the  force  of  this  emotion." 

"  Ah,  my  hero,  luckless  am  I.  You 
endeavour  to  cloak  in  courtly  speech  the 
fact  that  I  am  not  worthy  of  you." 

"  Meseemeth  you  mistake  me,  maugre 
mine  honesty.  Let  me  disclose  unto  you 
that  I  am  a  Christian  knight.  Suffer  me 
to  remain  such.  Great  pity  it  is  that  in 
heathen  ignorance  you  should  seem  to 
essay  to  make  me  other.  With  us  such  a 
pledge  of  due  gratitude  is  neither  expected 
nor  required  and  is  moreover  contrary  both 
to  that  which  we  look  for  in  woman — 
albeit  she  is  a  weak  vessel — and  to  the 
dictates  of  religion." 

"  My  hero,  why  should  you  feign  a  cold- 
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ness  ?  That  is  the  woman's  part,  not  yours. 
Listen  to  the  sighing  of  the  sea,  gentle  as 
the  rustle  of  the  plumes  of  the  infant 
Eros  !  Mark  how  about  the  ship  ascends 
the  surf-light  soft  as  the  roseate  nimbus 
encircles  the  Goddess  herself  when  at  mid- 
night she  rises  from  her  bed  in  the  foam 
to  bend  in  smiling  benediction  over  the 
couch  where  the  sturdy  bridegroom 
mingles  his  kisses  with  the  tears  of  the 
bride  !  Inhale  the  odours  of  the  night 
distilled  from  violets  not  more  dark  than 
the  shadows  about  the  eyes  of  Artemis  as 
she  withdraws  ere  dawn  from  the  arms  of 
Endymion  !  What,  no  answer  ?  Ah,  I 
see  it  is  your  wanderer's  mischief.  Tell 
me — are  the  girls  of  the  Saracens  beauti- 
ful ?  Have  you  left  in  the  shallow  courts 
of  Jerusalem  some  damsel  whose  body, 
graceful  as  the  stem  of  a  palm,  is  bedewed 
with  nard,  under  whose  eyelids  lurk  pupils 
like  demi-lunes,  whose  hair  is  black  as  the 
water  of  the  pool  she  watches  at  moonrise, 
when,  veiled  with  jasmine,  she  sits  be- 
neath the  cupola  listening  to  the  whisper  of 
the  breeze  that  now,  alas !  bears  you  every 
moment  farther  away  ?  Luckless  am  I  ! 
I  see  it  must  be  so.  In  silence  you  dream 
of  her,  of  her  slender  hands  and  the  ten- 
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der  impatience  with  which  they  stripped 
you  of  your  gear  ere  she  laid  her  small 
breasts,  shapely  as  the  almond  and  pale 
as  its  kernel,  against  yours  that  you 
might  solace  yourself  with  limbs  warmer 
than  milk  new  yielded  by  the  goat  and 
mingle  your  breath  with  sighs  more  fra- 
grant than  the  roses  of  Ispahan.  Such  are 
your  regrets  and  so  do  they  consume  you 
that  you  do  not  permit  yourself  to  regard 
me.  Yet  why  uselessly  repine,  my  hero  ? 
Did  not  the  oracle  of  Aphrodite's  very 
self,  addressing  the  lovelorn  youth,  who 
wept  before  her  temple-threshold,  con- 
jure him,  saying,  'There  are  as  good  fish 
in  the  sea  as  ever  came  out  of  it  '  ? — and 
surely  the  Goddess  ought  to  know,  being 
born  of  the  brine  ?  Put  from  you,  I 
beseech,  these  memories,  sweet  though 
they  be,  since  they  can  but  be  bitter  to 
you  now.  Suffer  your  heart  to  be  ap- 
peased by  that  which  your  hand  has  won. 
Not  every  day  is  it  that  the  spoil  of  a  prin- 
cess of  Greece  is  granted  to  even  the  most 
courageous  of  heroes.  Look  in  my  eyes. 
Place  your  hand  beneath  my  heart.  This 
is  I — Andromeda,  daughter  of  Cassiope, 
judged  aforetime  the  fairest  of  living 
women,  and  it  is  said  of  me  that  I  excel 
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my    mother    as    the    dawn    the    vesperal 
star  !  " 

Sir  Perseus  turned.  Thrice  he  crossed 
himself.  Then  hastily  he  pushed  her 
down  the  companion-way  into  the  hold 
and  clapped  the  hatches  on  her. 


V 

A  stiff  wind  heeled  the  vessel  as  she 
approached  the  Pillars  of  Hercules. 
Through  the  port  Andromeda  beheld 
tower  up  beyond  sudden  flights  of  spray 
the  gigantic  figure  of  Atlas  balancing,  as 
the  vintager  the  pottle  toward  the  press, 
the  world's  orb  upon  his  nape.  The 
Atlantic  sunset  bronzed  his  noble  visage, 
his  blue  locks  glittered  like  icicles,  slow 
clouds,  gathering  about  his  everlasting 
shoulders,  cast  their  shadows  upward 
into  the  hollows  beneath  his  patient  brow. 
Iridescent  showers  dissolving  upon  the 
forest  of  the  Hesperides,  amidst  which  he 
stood,  veiled  his  knees  so  that  he  appeared 
to  ascend,  substantial  but  inexpHcable, 
from  out  the  very  dusk  of  the  travelling 
rains.  Long  Andromeda  gazed  at  him 
as  he  receded  and  the  comely  ruddiness 
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shrank  from  off  his  limbs.  At  last,  when 
his  head  could  no  longer  be  distinguished 
from  the  burden  he  bore,  she  turned  to 
the  polished  targe  that  overhung  her  and 
watched  therein  the  tiny  figure  diminish 
to  a  speck.  And  when  this  in  turn  van- 
ished, Andromeda,  for  the  first  time  since 
she  was  a  child,  and  to  her  own  great 
astonishment,  burst  into  tears. 


The  long  arduous  voyage  drew  to  a  close. 
The  hymning  of  the  ship's  company  took 
on  a  tone  less  dolorous  than  that  customary, 
till,  spying  the  white  cliffs  and  the  leas 
dotted  with  sheep  like  daisies,  the  pilgrims 
lifted  their  eyes  heavenward  to  sing  : 

"Jerusalem  qua  adificatur  ut  civitas  ; 
Cujus  parcipitacio  ejus  in  idipsum, 
Fiat  pax  in  virtute  tua, 
Abundantia   in  turribis  tuis." 

Andromeda,  too,  albeit  clothed  at  the 
strange  insistence  of  her  champion  in  a 
rough  square-cut  smock,  which  only  too 
effectually  obliterated  the  form,  once 
the  iEgean's  marvel  and  a  source  of 
innocent  self-congratulation  to  its  pos- 
sessor, felt  her  spirits  revive. 

8 
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VI 


About  the  masthead  myriad  gulls  were 
wheeling  ;  from  between  the  seaward  hills 
floated  such  a  fragmentary  sound  as  never 
before  had  charmed  her  ears — the  gentle 
tintinnabulation  of  cloistral  bells ;  and 
in  the  harbour  ahead  between  the  stone 
jetty  and  the  shrine  upon  the  pier,  wherein 
the  ripple-flecked  Virgin,  crowned  with  a 
tiar  of  shells,  gazed  unwinkingly  seaward 
waiting  to  greet  with  her  painted  eyes 
the  eyes  of  the  homing  fisherman,  tawny 
sailors  even  now  hoisted  wallowing  sheets, 
broidered  with  a  tangle  of  briar  roses  or 
heavy  with  the  golden  bulbs  of  the  fleur- 
de-lys. 

The  pilgrim  ship  received  an  enthusias- 
tic welcome-home.  Upon  the  prow  Sir 
Perseus  elevated  the  palm  he  had  gathered 
on  the  Mount  of  Transfiguration,  and  at 
that  sign  all  the  splendid  company  throng- 
ing the  jetty,  save  the  bishop  and  his 
acolytes,  fell  upon  their  knees.  The  reek 
of  watering  wax,  the  cloudy  sweetness  of 
incense  mingled  with  the  desultory  fra- 
grance of  the  sea,  the  stench  of  seaweed 
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and  the  odour  of  blistering  stone.  In  the 
belfry  of  the  wharfside  church  the  tur- 
bulent bells,  like  vociferous  children  clat- 
tering down  a  spiral,  carolled  joyfully, 
and  the  hum  of  the  bronzen  undertone 
mingled  with  the  devotional  murmur  of 
the  multitude.  Sir  Perseus  stepped 
ashore.  One  by  one  he  displayed  the  relics, 
the  treasures,  the  curios  and  the  chance- 
finds  that  he  and  his  companions  had 
gotten,  while  Andromeda,  erect  upon  the 
poop,  watched  him,  awaiting  the  hour 
when  the  hero  should  proclaim  her  as  his 
bride,  the  beautiful  and  willing  spoil  of 
his  victorious  sword.  "  For  surely,"  she 
argued,  "  he  has  but  humiliated  me  with 
his  rough  treatment  and  this  ignoble  garb 
that  he  may  tame  my  spirit,  bringing  it 
into  that  wifely  subjection  heroes  require 
of  their  mates." 

When  twilight  fell  Sir  Perseus  was  yet 
displaying  his  trophies.  Curfew  sounded 
its  hundred  and  one  solemn  strokes.  The 
church  upon  the  wharf  seemed  to  gather 
its  forces  together  like  a  beast  at  crouch  ; 
the  spire  exalted  itself  into  the  darkening 
abyss  of  the  sky  ;  strange  lights  flowered 
behind  the  eyes  of  the  chancel  and  in 
those  petalled  orbs  smouldered  enigmatic 
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figures.  Andromeda  drew  her  sackcloth 
yet  closer  about  her. 

The  voice  of  Sir  Perseus  continued  in 
exposition,  mingled  with  outbursts  of 
gratitude  and  piety.  But  the  crowd  had 
thinned.  Finally  the  hero's  memory  ran 
short. 

"  Remaineth  yet,  Sir,"  the  page  re- 
minded him,  "  the  shawm  said  to  have  been 
used  by  the  magician  Orpheus  in  his 
musical  contest  with  the  Devil  for  the 
hand  of  the  Woman  of  Babylon,  and  signed 
on  the  back  with  his  initials ;  the  dagger 
engraved  with  '  A  present  from  Damascus," 
purchased  in  Alexandria  ;  the  tables  of  the 
Law,  hewn  of  veritable  Sinai  granite, 
guaranteed  an  exact  replica  in  miniature 
of  those  irretrievably  broken  by  Moses  ; 
the  damsel  you  rescued  from  your  last 
dragon,  and  the  love-birds  brought  you  as  a 
tribute  all  the  way  from  Ceylon  by  an  old 
woman  who  had  known  your  father  and 
who  hoped  that  you  would  see  your  way 
to  help  defray  the  expenses  of  her  journey." 

Sir  Perseus  made  a  gesture  of  the 
correctest  knightly  weariness  and  glanced 
at  the  remaining  spectators.  The  dozen 
odd  remaining  spectators  glanced  at  each 
other,  nodded  and  dispersed.     The  odour 
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of  fresh  roast  mutton,  long  untasted  by 
the  voyagers,  impregnated  the  air.  Sir 
Perseus  retired  below. 

\^'hen,  finally,  Andromeda,  bearing 
under  orders  from  the  bo'sun  a  bird-cage 
in  one  hand  and  a  monkey  on  a  chain  in  the 
other,  stepped  ashore  and  found  herself 
among  the  chests  of  linen,  the  heaps  of 
Saracen  armour,  the  dragon's  teeth, 
assorted  giants'  ears,  dried  paynim-heads 
and  other  bric-a-brac,  it  was  to  be  greeted 
by  a  hunchback  dwarf  wearing  the  pied 
livery  of  a  fool  who,  putting  two  fingers  in 
his  mouth,  winked  at  her  and  uttered  a 
prolonged  whistle.  One  other  figure  she 
descried  in  the  dusk.  The  monkey, 
bouncing  from  Andromeda's  arm,  scurried 
forward.  The  figure  turned.  Androm- 
eda beheld  a  pretty  young  woman,  who, 
looking  up  at  her  out  of  archly  childish 
eyes,  exclaimed  in  melliferous  accents, 
"  Ah,  you  must  be  Andromeda  !  Sir 
Perseus  mentioned  you  to  me.  It  would 
seem  that  we  both  have  had  the  good 
fortune  to  be  rescued  by  that  noble  youth." 

The  monkey  stopped  short,  cracked  a 
nut  in  its  teeth,  found  the  kernel  distaste- 
ful, spat  it  out,  and  squatting  on  his 
haunches   began   thoughtfully   to  scratch 
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his  thigh,  watching  the  two  ladies  the 
while  with  a  troubled  expression. 

"  Kiss  me,  Andromeda  dear.  We  shall 
be  the  greatest  friends,  I  feel  sure.  My 
name  is  Una." 

A  lamb,  which  the  stranger  led  upon  a 
ribbon,  trotted  forward  uttering  a  plaintive 
simpering  bleat.  The  monkey  wrinkled 
its  wizen  face  and,  slowly  wheeling  about, 
presented  Tyrian  splendours  to  his  new- 
found companion. 


VII 

Andromeda,  standing  in  her  octagonal 
chamber  at  the  top  of  one  of  the  lesser 
turrets,  shivered.  Camelot's  wistfulness 
was  at  that  moment  lost  on  her,  if  ever, 
child  of  the  South,  she  had  acquired  a 
taste  for  it.  In  vain  the  melancholy 
woods  upon  the  hillsides  that  surr^junded 
the  celebrated  country  residence  of  King 
Arthur  swayed  their  all-but-barren  boughs 
with  the  tumult  of  subsiding  seas  ;  in 
vain  the  river,  famous  for  wild  flowers, 
discreet  picnic  parties  and  discreeter 
suicides,  whispered  its  vesperal  enchant- 
ments ;  in  vain  the  autumnal  sun,  descend- 
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ing  with  more  than  customary  elaboration, 
gilded  the  towers  of  Camelot  and  smould- 
ered upon  this  or  that  distant  manse's 
feverish  casement  behind  which  a  Mar- 
garet or  Mariana  leaned  that  moment 
pining ;  most  vainly  of  all,  upon  the  roof's 
ledge  above  Andromeda's  bower  the 
sidling  cushats  stretched  their  gorges  to 
moan  of  the  gentleness  of  love.  An- 
dromeda languished  ;  she  was  bored  to 
tears  ;  she  had  an  autumnal  cold  in  the 
head;  she  had  long  since  become  weary 
alike  of  combing  her  hair  and  of  striving 
to  arrange  in  a  more  modish  style  the 
sackcloth  Sir  Perseus  had  given  her. 

A  mist  of  rain  had  settled  along  the 
opposite  ridge.  The  sun  blinked  weakly 
from  a  cocoon  of  purple  vapour.  Strung 
out  from  wood  to  wood,  rooks  cawed 
their  flagging  way  toward  a  black  and 
melancholy  abbey  beside  the  brimming 
waters.  .  .  . 

Andromeda  recalled  the  Ethiopia  of 
her  youth,  when  her  father  reigned  in  the 
corridors  of  Meroe  over  tribesmen  who 
acquired  beauty  by  bathing  in  such  violet- 
scented  springs  as  perfumed  the  water- 
gardens  about  their  villas  and  bravery  by 
loosing  against  the  lions  of  tropical  high- 
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lands  broad-bladed  arrows  from  bows 
none  but  they  could  bend.  A  noble, 
muscular  and  independent  race,  reputed 
the  most  just  upon  earth  and  for  that 
reason  fearful  of  none,  trusting  toward 
the  gods  and  at  no  time  victim  of 
inexplicable  regrets  or  fanciful  appre- 
hensions ! 

"  How  sad,  how  beautifully  sad  it  is," 
said  Una,  kneeling  in  the  alcove  to  rub 
her  cheek  against  the  forehead  of  the 
lamb  ;    "  one  could  weep  !  " 

"  Why  ?  "  ...  said  Andromeda  ; 
"  there's  nothing  to  weep  at  as  far  as  I 


can  see." 


"  One  does  .  .  ."  said  Una  simply, 
counting  the  rooks  as  they  alighted. 

As  the  heats  increased,  the  lovely  little 
fair-haired  Princess,  with  her  majestic 
mother,  had  been  chaired  in  litters  of 
ebony  and  ivory  between  paddy-fields 
over  the  rolling  tablelands  where  im- 
mense flocks  pastured,  to  the  summer 
palace  amid  the  fells.  How  different  the 
journey  from  the  sea  she  had  but  lately 
accomplished  ! 

It  was  all  so  incomprehensible  this 
North.  And  not  only  incomprehensible, 
but  irritating,  boring,  illogical,  outrage- 
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ously  wanting  in  the  decencies  of  common 
sense.  At  times  it  was  even  frightening  ! 
Toward,  dusk  the  cavalcade  of  Sir  Perseus 
had  emerged  upon  a  wide  and  withered 
heath.  On  a  soHtary  mound  in  the  heart 
of  the  heath  stood  a  blasted  oak,  from  the 
crooked  fingers  of  which  depended  the 
mummy  of  something  that  had  once  been 
human.  Andromeda,  stooping  to  pick 
from  among  the  many  bald  stones  littered 
about  its  roots  one  that  moved  and  that 
she  took  for  a  tortoise,  shrank  back  on 
finding  her  fingers  encounter  the  pate  of 
a  skull  which  an  army  of  ants  was  bearing 
away.  Dusk  deepened.  A  shadowy  hand 
seemed  to  brush  along  the  horizon  to 
extinguish  the  sole  new-kindled  star,  and 
from  those  darkened  depths,  remotely 
and  more  remotely  sounded  the  echo  of  a 
boding  horn.  The  figure  hanging  from 
the  bough  stirred  upon  gusts  she  could 
not  feel,  and  away  in  the  hollow  of  the 
bitter  northern  night  appeared  a  ghostly 
curtain,  composed  of  a  multitude  of 
silvery  lances  thickly  growing  as  reeds, 
which  shook  its  immense  folds  together 
with  an  all-but-imperceptible  crepitation 
like  the  stealthy  settling  of  snow  upon  the 
rigid  faces  of  barbarian  dead. 
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"  How  hideous  it  all  is,"  murmured 
Andromeda,  "  how  perverse,  hopeless, 
harsh,  dreary  and  dark  !  Dionysos  him- 
self, god  of  ominous  groves  and  of  fright- 
ful secret  sacrifice,  would  not  choose  such 
climes  to  dwell  in," 

Nor  did  the  strain  on  her  feelings  abate 
as  day  by  day  the  journey  was  continued. 

The  woods  brooding  upon  the  shaggy 
hills  appeared  to  watch  her.  In  the 
skeins  of  sleet  gliding  bevond  the  brown 
horizon  she  beheld  such  fragments  of 
rainbows  as  did  but  render  the  world  more 
forlorn.  The  wind,  bowing  the  rushes  of 
the  fen,  shuddering  in  the  upland  whin 
or  blackening  the  glittering  shallows  of  a 
ford,  shot  a  chillness  through  her  frame. 
Overhead  the  kestrel  whistled,  and  she 
flinched  from  the  handful  of  victim 
feathers  as  they  descended  about  her. 
She  ceased  to  be  longer  herself  and  be- 
came but  an  exile  preoccupied,  errant, 
lonely  amid  the  inheritance  of  Nature  that 
seemed  to  have  been  ever  strange  to  her,  so 
that  when,  at  halt  by  a  well,  she  heard  the 
voice  of  a  woman,  but  certainly  of  no 
nymph,  bewailing  itself  from  the  depths 
she  all  but  shrieked. 

Sir  Perseus,  however,  in  no  wise  marked 
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her  perturbation.  He  was  far  too  busy. 
Before  each  of  many  shrines  he  drew 
rein  to  do  worship  and  often  at  no  shrine 
at  all.  Early  one  morning  he  brought  the 
cavalcade  to  a  standstill  before  a  spinney 
of  white  willow.  Mist  was  rising  from 
the  soaking  thicket,  and  when  the  sun 
and  the  sweet  air  stirred  together  a  fiame 
appeared  to  wander  in  the  branches,  the 
leaves  sparkled  and  there  was  heard  the 
prolonged  chiming  of  a  multitude  of  fall- 
ing drops.  Sir  Perseus  dismounted. 
"  Surely,"  said  he,  "  this  grove  is  full  of 
angels  :  see  how  flash  their  wings,  mark 
how  sound  their  footsteps  !  "  And  there- 
upon, to  Andromeda's  extreme  surprise 
and  perturbation,  he  kneeled  and  wept 
loudly  and  prayed  with  folded  hands  and 
lifted  brow. 

When  he  rose  he  said,  "  I  have  had  a  most 
fair  vision."  He  glanced  at  Una.  She 
returned  him  a  gaze  full  of  the  rapture  of 
perfect  comprehension.  .  .  . 

"  See !  "  said  Una,  coming  to  the  win- 
dow, "  yonder  goes  Sir  Galahad." 

"  I  am  not  interested  in  Sir  Galahad." 

"  But  he  is  so  pure." 

"  That  does  not  interest  me." 

"  How     strange  !       Methought     every 
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woman  must  be  interested  in  a  virtue  of 
that  kind." 

Sir  Galahad — the  youth  who  always 
dressed  in  white,  wore  bracelets  and  sat 
next  to  King  Arthur  :  why,  he  was  the 
dullest  and  most  sanctimonious  of  them 
all !  Once,  during  the  month  she  had 
been  here,  she  had  encountered  him 
stooping  under  the  ivy  that  half  filled  a 
doorway.  His  white  face  with  large  rings 
about  the  eyes  had  seemed  sad  to  her 
and  she  had  smiled  at  him — instantly  to 
regret  it,  for  he  had  coloured  resentfully 
and  turned  away  his  eyes.  Yes,  Sir  Gala- 
had was  worse  than  Sir  Perseus,  and  Sir 
Perseus  was  bad  enough,  who  had  done- 
nothing  for  her  except  to  display  her 
among  his  trophies. 

"  Is  this  all  he  will  do  ?  "  she^  had 
inquired  of  one  of  the  ladies-in-waiting. 

"  Meseems  he  hath  done  quite  enough 
already  :  hath  he  not  delivered  you  from 
bondage  to  the  Grand  Turk,  hath  he  not 
brought  you  to  the  court  of  King 
Arthur  ?  " 

.  But  the  grizzle  -  haired  Queen  had 
smiled  at  her.  That  was  better  than 
nothing.  Andromeda  would  have  pre- 
ferred a  change  out  of  this  odious  sack- 
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cloth,  but  the  smile  was  something.  And 
the  Queen  had  stroked  her  hair,  holding 
it  up  to  the  light  of  the  tapers  that 
glistened  on  the  corbels  at  the  back  of  her 
high  chair.  Later  the  Queen  had  made  her 
a  supernumerary  maid-in-waiting.  .  .  . 

How  she  hated  the  court  !  These 
knights,  how  fatiguing  they  were ;  the  ladies 
with  their  barbarian  faces,  brick  or  grey- 
complexions  and  hair  in  pig-tails,  how 
plain  !  What  a  plentiful  lack  of  intelli- 
gence all  displayed  and  how  infamously 
content  they  were  with  their  chess,  back- 
gammon, embroidery,  prayer,  looking  out 
on  the  troubled  landscape  and  reading  of 
interminable  flowery  romances  wherein 
nearly  everybody  was  virtuous,  loqua- 
cious, pedantical  and  dull  !  Andromeda 
wearied  of  the  day's  monotonous  round. 
Nothing  ever  really  happened,  though  now 
and  again,  to  be  sure,  there  would  be  a 
fractional,  fugitive  brightening  of  the 
atmosphere  :  the  company  would  seat 
themselves  in  a  circle  and  a  young  lady 
called  Isolt  —  overfond,  by  the  way,  of 
displaying  the  whiteness  of  her  hands — 
would  take  a  harp  from  the  wall  and  stroke 
its  strings.  "  It  is  Autumn^''  she  sang. 
The  others  bowed  their  heads  and  at  the 
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song's  end  subduedly  applauded.  Then 
with  a  faint  and  deprecatory  smile  the 
young  lady  repeated  the  refrain,  "'It  is 
Autumn.'*''  It  is  Autumn :  that  seemed 
to  explain  everything.  The  company 
appeared  quite  satisfied. 

After  one  of  these  entertainments, 
Andromeda  asked,  "  And  what  do  you  do 
in  winter  ?  " 

"  We  fare  cheerly  as  we  do  now,  only 
it  is  colder." 

"  And  the  knights  ?  " 

"  The  noble  knights  do  not  hunt  so 
often.  They  play  chess,  they  tell  their 
beads,  they  sing  the  story  of  their  prowess, 
and  we  marvel  at  them." 

"  Is  that  all  ?  " 

"  Damsel,  this  is  King  Arthur's  court — 
the  finest  that  is  in  Christendom." 

"  I  am  not  sure  that  I  like  Christendom." 

"  Hush.  I  perceive  that  Sir  Perseus 
has  done  well  to  leave  you  in  che  sack- 
cloth of  which  you  complain.  Very 
evident  it  is  that  you  have  not  entirely 
escaped  contamination  by  the  morals  of 
the  poor  sinful  heathen  among  whom, 
through  no  fault  of  your  own,  you  have 
been  brought  up.  The  saintly  Sir  Per- 
seus has  saved  you  from  roasting  in  the 
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hell  to  come.  Soon  you  will  learn  that 
virtue  is  its  own  reward  and  discover 
how  great  that  reward  can  be.  Oh,  and 
I  should  add  that  in  winter  the  knights 
sometimes  make  love  to  us." 

"  Ah  !  " 

"  Our  love-making  is  famous.  It  is  the 
most  chaste  in  all  the  Christian  world." 

The  chapel  bell  had  ceased  to  toll. 
Unperceived,  Una  had  left  the  turret- 
chamber — doubtless  for  the  chantry. 


VIII 

Andromeda  stealthily  descended  the 
tower.  In  a  tiny  chapel  at  its  base,  some 
one  was  praying  aloud.  She  peeped  in. 
Sir  Perseus  was  at  it  again.  She  heard 
him  once  more  give  thanks  for  his  safe 
return  and  for  the  number  of  his  spoils, 
in  the  catalogue  of  which  she  was  in- 
cluded. Indeed  Sir  Perseus,  interceding 
on  behalf  of  a  "  froward  soul,"  made 
explicit  mention  of  her  to  the  Almighty. 
The  name  of  Una  also  occurred,  but  for 
what  the  knight  prayed  in  connection 
with  her  was  not  so  clear.  Fervour  lent 
a  certain  incoherency  to  his  speech. 
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Stillness  reigned  in  the  garden.  The 
dew-and-cobweb  floor  of  the  alley  between 
glistening  box  hedges  seemed  to  roll 
impalpable  undulations  toward  the  smoky- 
round  of  the  orient  moon.  Andromeda 
sought  her  favourite  retreat :  a  little  circle 
of  lawn,  in  the  centre  of  which  stood 
a  sundial.  Merlin  had  brought  the 
figure  from  a  far  country,  and  its  alleged 
magical  properties  and  the  fact  that  the 
figure  of  Amor,  bearing  the  dial  between 
uplifted  hands,  was  naked  with  the 
nakedness  that  Venus  loves,  combined  to 
make  it  shunned  by  all  at  Camelot. 
That  was  but  an  additional  reason  why 
Andromeda  loved  it.  When,  as  now,  she 
saw  its  wings  stained  by  the  iridescent 
track  of  snails,  she  remembered  the  rain- 
bow wings  of  Eros,  that  Eros  she  had  once 
beheld  flit  as  herald  in  the  van  of  Zeus 
who,  in  the  likeness  of  a  mild  and  majestic 
piebald  bull,  was  bearing  i.npulsive 
Europa  on  his  back  across  the  cerulean 
waters  of  the  ^gean,  while  the  nereid 
Hipponoe  supported  a  parasol  above  the 
bride's  head  and,  preceding  the  pair  in 
his  shallop  drawn  by  sea  stallions,  Poseidon 
pointed  the  way  with  his  trident,  the 
Tritons    clarioned    upon    their    conches, 
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and  the  children  of  Love,  sporting  in  the 
air,  scattered  a  rain  of  roses.     With  what 
gentleness  had  the  breezes  blown,  till  the 
tiny  rollers  flowered  in  beds  of  delicate 
surf  and  the  robe  of  the  Princess,  wanton- 
ing   goldenly    sunward,    wavered    as    if 
caressing  the  air.     How  very  merrily  had 
the    eyes    of    the    dainty    bride    danced 
beholding    the    curving   neck,    the    great 
horns  wide  as  the  wings  of  the  new  moon, 
the  handsome  blaze  upon  the  forehead  of 
her  lord,  and  felt  his  grey  orbs,  filled  with 
fire  and  devotion,  fixed  upon  her  !     The 
most  perfect  of  mornings  that  had  been — 
the  light  so  fresh,  the  air  so  sweet,  such 
bursts  of  aerial  and  ocean  music  in  alterna- 
tion with  tender  and  triumphant  lowing. 
What   grace   and   gaiety,   what   informal, 
if  royal,  festivity  !     The  prettiest  of  wed- 
ding   parties    and    the    illustrious    bride- 
groom's  disguise  both   splendid  and  ori- 
ginal !     It  was,  of  course,  true  that  he  had 
been  married  before,  and  that  his  reputa- 
tion   tokened    a    certain    princely    inde- 
pendence  and   impartiality — but  was   he 
not  the  most  eligible  of  all  the  Olympians  ? 
Andromeda  bowed  her  head  upon  the 
stony   curls   of   the   Amor.     Borne   away 
indeed  she  had  been,  but  by  no  Zeus,  and 
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she  longed  for  the  majesty  of  a  love  which, 
when  it  has  utterly  subdued  by  its  might, 
knows  how  to  heal  by  its  tenderness.  .  .  . 
The  moon  had  wholly  risen.  Mist,  like 
light,  overhung  the  garden. 

Andromeda  folded  the  boyish  head  in 
her  hands  and  pressed  the  silent  lips  into 
her  bosom. 

"  So  numb  you  are,"  she  murmured, 
"  with  the  thick  dew  silvering  the  cockles 
of  your  hair  and  your  face  marbled  by  a 
succession  of  chilly  moons,  that  much  I 
fear  you  dead,  victim,  forsaken  innocent 
Love,  of  northern  frosts,  northern  per- 
versity and  northern  hardness  of  heart. 
See,  in  your  quiver  yet  remain  three 
arrows  !  You  had  no  heart  to  loose  them 
against  barbarians  so  rude  as  not  to  feel 
the  pains  and  pleasures  in  which  gods  have 
delighted,  so  ill-bred  as  not  to  appreciate 
that  gracious  schooling  in  the  honours  due 
to  a  captious  divinity  you  bring  to  man. 
Yet  deem  not  yourself  wholly  forsaken. 
There  bends  over  you  the  daughter  of 
one  whose  eyes  did  you  much  service  in 
her  time.  If  any  tenderness  of  an  exile 
to  an  exile  can  move  you,  speak  to  me. 
Tell  me  whether  Sir  Perseus  really  is  my 
hero.     Have  I  anything  to  hope  from  him 
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at  all  ?  Is  it  that  you  have  instructed  him 
in  some  subtle  feigning  to  subdue  the 
heart  of  a  proud  princess,  or  in  your 
cruelty  ordained  that  for  a  further  period 
I  await  the  coming  of  him  who  shall  lift 
this  load  of  love  from  my  heart  ?  You 
are  silent.  But  I  would  not  deem  you 
dead.  Your  mouth  seems  to  kindle  be- 
tween my  breasts — alas,  it  is  only  the 
warm  fluttering  of  my  unsolaced  heart. 
Ah,  wanton  boy,  perhaps  your  spirit,  way- 
ward as  that  of  a  butterfly,  has  folded  it- 
self into  a  winter  torpor  within  this  shell 
of  stone,  or  swallow-like  sped  with  the 
swallows  toward  the  tremulous  olive 
trees,  the  tiled  Sicilian  homestead  and 
the  meridian  sun." 

And  she  remained  for  a  long  time  in 
silence  with  her  lips  pressed  against  the 
fillet  that  bound  the  lifeless  curls. 

Mindful  at  length  how  late  was  the  hour 
and  feeling  the  statue  chill  her  to  the 
bone,  she  turned  to  go.  A  step  sounded 
behind  her.  She  shrank  into  the  shadow 
of  the  hedge.  A  solitary  figure  emerged 
onto  the  lawn.  The  mist  dissolved 
beneath  a  shower  of  moonlight.  She 
beheld  a  knight,  clad  from  top  to  toe  in 
chain   armour,   standing  upon   the  lawn, 
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silver  grey  as  the  statue  of  Love  itself. 
For  a  moment  he  turned  his  worn  and 
handsome  face  toward  the  moon. 

Andromeda  watched  him  with  wonder 
not  unmixed  with  awe. 

Then  he  kneeled  and,  taking  a  rosary 
of  glittering  crystals  from  his  neck, 
abruptly  knapped  it  and  scattered  the 
beads  at  the  feet  of  the  little  god.  An- 
dromeda could  scarce  repress  a  cry.  But 
in  a  moment  the  knight  had  risen,  fixed 
upon  the  stony  face  one  look  of  utmost 
longing  and  of  utmost  hate,  and  had 
disappeared. 


On  the  staircase  of  the  turret  Androm- 
eda encountered  the  dwarf.  He  attempted 
to  kiss  her  hand. 

"  Ah,"  said  he,  "  do  not  attempt  to 
snatch  those  lovely  fingers  away  :  they 
are  my  reward.  I  have  tidingo.  Syne 
ye  are  sad,  ye  shall  be  cheered.  There  is 
to  be  a  ball  to-morrow  night." 

"  What  is  that  to  me — in  this  ?  "  she 
replied,  touching  the  sackcloth.  "  Feel 
it  !  "  .  .  . 

The  eyes  of  the  dwarf  glistened. 

"  I  did  not  ask  you  to  pinch  me  !  " 
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"  I  am  not  Sir  Galahad." 

*'  Nor  was  he  I  met  just  now."  And 
she  described  the  lineaments  of  the 
mysterious  knight. 

"  So  that  way  blows  the  wind,"  mused 
the  dwarf,  becoming  on  a  sudden  serious. 
And  he  sang  : 

"  The  wind  blows  back,  the  wind  blows  forth, 
Now  blissful  south,  now  bitter  north, 
But  all  the  rune  it  sings,  I  wis, 
Riddleth  ever  only  this — 

Nous  sommes  toujours  en  retour 
(Mystery  of  mysteries !) 
A  notre  premier  amour." 


"  So  you  sing  ?     And  it  means  ?  " 

"  It  is  a  parabolic  manner  of  stating 
that  old  proverbs  are  the  best  guides  to 
new  politics.  Did  you  mark  which  way 
the  knight  went  ?  " 

"  Back  to  the  forest.  I  heard  a  horse 
neigh  as  I  came  in.  For  all  I  know,  he  is 
still  there." 

"  News,  indeed  !  " 

"  Why  so  mysterious  ?  Who  is  the 
knight  ?  " 

"  His  name  is  Lancelot."  He  glanced 
at  her.  "  He  is  a  great  knight — perhaps 
the  greatest  among  them." 

"  Yes  ?  " 
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"  That  is  all.  But  I  think  I  may  find 
you  a  dress  on  certain  conditions."  He 
eyed  her  head.  "  But  ere  we  can  strike 
a  bargain  I  must  needs  make  sure  that 
what  I  buy  I  can  sell." 

Before  she  could  question  him  further 
he  had  slipped  away  down  the  turret 
stairs.  Andromeda  reached  the  bower. 
Una,  with  her  chin  upon  her  hands  and 
her  elbows  propped  on  the  sill,  was  gazing 
at  the  moon.  Tears  shone  in  her  eyes. 
The  lamb,  complaining  in  a  voice  that 
shook,  filled  the  room  with  unheeded 
lamentation. 

"  I  am  looking  at  the  moon,  dearest. 
Come  and  look  at  the  moon." 

"  The  moon  ?  " 

"  See,  yonder  the  mist  rises.  The  moon 
wreathes  itself  in  a  halo  of  pale  blue 
lunar  roses.  Sorely  aches  my  heart — 
sorely,  sorely  !  " 

For  the  first  time  Andromeda  felt 
drawn  toward  this  strange  young  woman. 
She  came  to  the  window. 

"  Mine,  too,  has  ached." 

"  Listen  to  the  sighing  of  the  ivy  upon  the 
tower.  Hark  to  the  showering  of  the  dew 
from  the  branches  of  the  ash."  Andromeda 
placed  her  arm  about  Una's  neck. 
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"  Certes,  you  feel  it  too,  my  southern 
sister.  How  beautiful  it  is  to  long  and 
know  not  what  one  longs  for  !  " 

"  What  ?  " 

"  I  said  how  beautiful  it  is  to  long  and 
know  not  what  one  longs  for." 

Andromeda  withdrew  her  arm. 

"  I  think  I  shall  go  to  bed,"  she 
said.  Una  continued  to  gaze  at  the 
moon. 

After  a  while  Andromeda  broke  the 
spell  of  dimness  and  silence,  inquiring, 
"  What  did  Sir  Perseus  rescue  us  for  ? 
Wherein  lies  his  pleasure  if " 

"  Pleasure  ?  It  is  the  duty  of  a  knight 
to  rescue  distressed  damsels.  Surely  you 
know  that  ?  " 

"  Duty  ?  " 

"  To  acquire  merit.  To  perfect  him- 
self." 

"  But " 

"  Did  you  not  wish  to  be  rescued  ? 
We  are  privileged  in  being  granted  the 
honour  to  afford  such  an  occasion  to  a 
noble  knight." 

"  Then  it  was  for  his  sake,  not 
mine  !  " 

Una,  gazing  at  the  moon,  heard  a 
curious  little  sound  :   Andromeda,  placing 


136  FANTASTICA 

the  edge  of  the  sackcloth  in  her  mouth, 
had  torn  it  with  her  teeth. 


Toward  dawn  the  darkness  heard  this 
whisper  :  "  For  his  perfection  !  .  .  .  and 
the  other  is  a  great  knight.  ...  I  will 
teach  his  perfection  a  lesson.  So  ?  .  .  . 
I  will  have  that  dress." 


IX 

All  day  the  preparations  went  forward. 
Stairs  and  galleries  were  gay  with  varlets 
bearing  branches  of  red-berried  holly  and 
moon-coloured  mistletoe.  From  beyond 
stone  archways  sounded  the  squeak  of 
scraped  rebecks,  the  tinkle  of  citholes, 
the  hooting  of  flageolets,  and  in  beyond 
the  angle  of  the  wall,  on  a  patch  of  yellow 
turf  ribbed  with  litter  of  frost,  a  uumbler 
could  be  glimpsed  practising  his  throws 
to  the  pulse  of  a  tabor.  Sea-gulls  veered 
about  the  towers,  and,  perched  on  a  gar- 
goyle of  the  belfry,  the  raven  preened  his 
blue-black  plumage,  or  eyed,  head  on  one 
side,  the  sun  afloat  among  the  silken  folds 
of  the  wreathing  and   unwreathing  gon- 
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falon.  The  dwarf  emerged  from  the 
Queen's  apartments. 

"  Well  met !  "  said  he.  "  Your  faithful 
slave  was  but  this  moment " 

"  That  dress — what  is  the  price  ?  " 

"  In  such  haste  ?  Remember  all  things 
in  this  world  are  conditional.  It  is  there- 
fore wisest  to  keep  calm.  Nonetheless, 
let  us  consider  the  matter.  Come,  what 
say  you  to  this  fancy  ?  I  have  fallen  in 
love  with  your  hair."     He  pirouetted. 

"  My  hair  ?  " 

"  Gratify  my  fancy  :  give  me  your  hair 
and  I  will  provide  a  dress." 

"  But  what  use  can  my  hair " 

"  Name  not  use  :  a  vile  contaminate 
word,  the  which  I  know  not.  Use  is  the 
enemy  of  pleasure.  Hair  is  precious. 
Your  hair  has  the  colour  of  fire  ;  at  night 
it  shall  warm  my  pinched  thoughts.  Your 
hair  has " 

"  But " 

"  Your  hair  has  the  scent  of  the  sun  ; 
in  its  tresses  smoulders  the  sleep  of  the 
south.     Summer  shall  lie  in  my  bosom." 

"  But " 

"  I  have  a  dress  faintly  green  as  the 
smouldering  torch  of  the  glow-worm, 
lucent  as  the  glaucous  tide  running  out  of 
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the  sea-cave,  soft  as  the  floss  upon  the 
beech  leaf,  pliant  as  the  languid  weed  un- 
coiling in  the  chalk-stream." 

"  Impossible  !  " 

"  Such  are  the  conditions." 

She  left  him,  and  in  her  haste  to  take 
refuge  with  the  Amor  almost  fell  upon 
the  bosom  of  Sir  Lancelot,  who  stood 
peevishly  staring  from  the  shadow  of  a 
buttress  toward  a  window  in  the  main 
tower  of  the  castle.  She  smelled  his 
clothes  fragrant  of  wood-smoke  and 
wild-thing's  blood.  He  put  her  by  with 
vacant  eyes,  without  a  word.  Yet,  turn- 
ing at  the  end  of  the  path,  she  observed 
him  follow  her  with  his  gaze,  twirl  his 
moustaches,  slap  his  hunting  sword  against 
his  leg.     Their  eyes  met.     He  smiled. 

Beyond  the  postern  Andromeda  dis- 
covered herself  hurrying  from  she  knew 
not  what.  How  fine  a  figure  of  a  man, 
how  like  the  captain  of  her  late  kingly 
father's  guard  !  The  same  bold  glance, 
aquiline  nose,  strong  chin  and  oh,  the  same 
magnificent  black  moustaches  which  has 
given  her  such  singular  pleasure  when  the 
huge  officer  has  lifted  the  little  Princess 
with  his  hands  beneath  her  arms  as  a  man 
lifts  an  amphora  to  bestow  upon  her  face, 
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no  larger  than  a  lily,  a  mock-ferocious  kiss  ! 
Andromeda  found  herself  blushing.  Was 
she  not — in  name,  at  all  events — the  spoil 
of  the  hero.  Sir  Perseus  ? 

But  Amor  could  not  comfort  her.  On 
the  contrary,  he  appeared  to  regard  her 
with  an  air  of  ironic  mischief  that  cast  her 
into  gloom. 

"  Impudent  little  wretch,"  she  com- 
i  plained.  "  Why  do  you  not  help  me  ? 
Have  I  not  placed  a  posy  of  flowers  before 
you  every  evening  ?  Have  I  not  sat  at 
your  feet  and  sung  you  the  little  Teian 
songs  you  love — songs  that,  like  the  over- 
pungency  of  Hymettian  honey,  bring 
tears  to  the  eyes  ?  What  more  do  you 
want  ?  " 

But  her  protests  were  cut  short  by  the 
sound  of  approaching  footsteps.  She 
slipped  behind  the  hedge. 

Sir  Perseus  appeared  arrayed  in  gar- 
ments all  unlike  the  sober  livery  he  was 
accustomed,  on  doffing  his  armour  and 
surcoat,  to  assume  at  Camelot.  His  tunic 
and  hose  were  parti-coloured  rose  and 
white.  He  sported  shoes  of  soft  yellow 
leather.  An  ivory-hilted  dagger  hung 
from  the  silver  belt  about  his  thighs.  The 
left  breast  of  his  tunic  was  embroidered 
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with  a  heart  on  which  a  very  neat  little 
lamb  had  set  its  foot.  He  leaned  upon 
the  sundial.  She  heard  him  sigh.  And 
scarcely  had  Andromeda  recovered  from 
her  astonishment  when  another  step  drew 
nigh.  Una,  arrayed  in  a  blue  cotte,  with  a 
most  becomingly  modest  wimple  wreathed 
about  her  face  and  hair,  trod  the  alley, 
breviary  in  hand.  Sir  Perseus  bended 
closer  over  the  sundial.  Then  with  a 
charming  expression  he  looked  up. 

"  Lady,"  Andromeda  heard  him  say, 
"  suffer  me  to  intrude  upon  your  heavenly 
meditations.  There  is  a  rune  here  I 
would  have  you  read." 

Una  bent  above  the  Amor.  A  smile 
hovered  about  her  lips. 

"  You  shadow  it,  sir,  with  your  hand." 

"  I  think  not.  The  sun  shines  upon 
the  bronze.     Lean  farther  forward." 

The  figures  stretched  across  the  dial, 
and  the  shadows  eclipsing  the  countenance 
of  Amor  seemed  to  deepen  the  dimples 
about  the  figure's  mouth.  The  faces 
lifted.  A  branch  partially  intervened. 
Sound  supplied  Andromeda  with  indubit- 
able evidence  of  an  unlooked-for  exchange. 

"  Hypocrites  !  "  cried  she,  bouncing 
from  behind  the  hedge.     Without  wait- 
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ing  to  recognize  the  interrupter,  the  couple 
parted  hastily  by  opposite  alleys. 

Una's  breviary  lay  at  the  foot  on  the 
lawn.  Andromeda  snatched  it  up.  It 
contained  a  whole  world  of  pretty  and 
grotesque  illustrations — wayside  flowers, 
a  skeleton  making  fun  of  a  monk  while 
lords  and  ladies  danced,  demons  pitch- 
forking an  all-too-naked  and  protesting 
rabble  into  a  fiery  cauldron,  a  gracious 
damsel  (singularly  like  Una  herself)  re- 
ceiving among  obsequious  courtiers  a 
crown  at  the  hands  of  an  archbishop. 
Round  the  borders  of  the  brilliant  text 
splay-eared  hares  pursued  a  fox  or  a 
griffon  was  seen  to  fly  from  before  a 
plump  little  hermit  who  skirled  upon 
bagpipes.  On  the  last  page  a  young 
bearded  prince,  silent  harp  in  hand, 
watched  with  considerable  satisfaction 
from  his  castellated  turret  a  lady  enjoying 
her  tub  in  the  shrubbery  of  the  garden 
next  door. 

"  Hypocrites !  "  cried  Andromeda. 
"  Northern  hypocrites."  And,  seizing  the 
unfortunate  Amor  by  the  curls,  she  shook 
him,  crying  vehemently,  "  Will  you  not 
listen,  you  little  brat  ?  WTiat  has  come 
over  you  in  the  North  ?     Have  you   no 
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decency  or  propriety  left  ?  People  do 
not  know  how  to  behave  themselves  here, 
and  you  smile  at  it.  They  are  not 
honest,  I  tell  you  !  Not  honest !  They 
pretend  !  These  islanders,  all  these  nor- 
therners are  hypocrites  ;  they  have  appe- 
tites and  they  call  them  love.  They  do 
not  know  what  love  is.  And  you  do  not 
know  either  to  encourage  such  things. 
You  have  forgotten  yourself."  And  tilt- 
ing him  forward,  she  began  to  smack  the 
traditional  seat  of  repentance,  if  not  of 
propriety,  but  stopped  suddenly,  for  Sir 
Lancelot,  stroking  his  chin,  appeared  at 
watch  in  an  alley. 

"  That  will  not  cure  him,"  cried  the 
knight,  laughing  gaily.  "  What  is  bred  in 
the  bone !  "     He  strolled  away. 

She  was  minded  to  run  after  him  and 
pour  out  her  woes,  her  sense  of  outrage, 
her  indignation  .  .  .  but  as  she  stepped 
forward,  the  sackcloth  caught  in  the 
bow  projecting  between  the  boy's  knees. 
The  figure  rocked.  An  arrow  slid  from 
the  quiver,  and  glancing  upon  her  bare 
foot,  drew  blood.  She  uttered  a  little 
cry,  picked  up  the  arrow,  broke  it  and 
dashed  it  in  the  stony  face. 

"  So  !  ''   she  said.     "  He  laughed,   did 
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he  ?      Very    well.      I    understand.      The 
dwarf  shall  have  my  hair." 


"  It  is  very  pretty,"  said  Andromeda, 
with  scissors  poised,  "  but  it  is  not  pretty 
enough.  I  require  one  thing  more — that 
I  be  permitted  to  dance  alone  before  the 
court." 

"  But " 

"  I  have  said.  Do  not  argue  with  a 
woman." 

"  But  I  must  have  your  hair.  I  have 
promised  it." 

"  Promised  it  ?  " 

"  I  have  promised  it  to  myself,  and 
there  is  no  one  whom  I  would  less  willingly 
disappoint." 

"  That  is  nothing." 

"  It  will  need  stratagem  !  " 

He  mused.  At  last  he  inquired,  "  Do 
you  object  to  appearing  as  an  edible  ?  " 

"  What  ?  " 

"  Four  and  twenty  blackbirds 
Baked  in  a  pie." 

He  pirouetted. 

"  Me  ? — a  princess  ? — in  a  pie  ?  " 

"  All  is  conditional  in  this  lamentable 

world.     That  or  nothing." 
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"  But " 

"  You  will  be  carried  in  by  ten  varlets 
dressed  as  bears.  I  will  inform  their 
majesties  that  you  impersonate  the  Spirit 
of  the  North,  and  thus  they  will  reconcile 
themselves  to  your  dancing  in  raiment 
suggestive  of  hyperborean  denudation." 

"  But  I  will  not  represent  the  Spirit  of 
the  North  !  "  she  stamped.  "  I  loathe 
and  hate  the  North." 

"  There  I  am  with  you — I,  the  dwarf, 
the  humpback  jester,  whom  everybody 
mocks.  I  am  lame — and  I  dream  of 
riding  naked  on  horseback  among  beautiful 
companions  through  green  valleys  where 
stand  no  ghastly  calvaries,  past  cliffs  and 
caves  untenanted  by  pestiferous  hermits, 
under  skies  which  radiate  profound  and 
perpetual  joy.  I  have  a  cracked  voice — 
and  I  dream  of  following  the  harp- 
bearing  magician  Orpheus  among  friendly 
animals,  into  the  rides  of  sunny  woods 
where  harpies  with  witching  faces  and 
the  plumage  of  parrots,  stooping  from 
boughs  hung  with  red  and  golden  apples, 
shall  join  in  our  singing.  I  am  hunchback 
— and  I  dream  of  being  fondled  by " 

"  Enough.  I  understand  you.  In  a 
pie.     So  be  it." 
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"  The  varlets  will  set  you  down  before 
the  dais.  You  will  rise  like  the  chick  from 
its  shard,  like  the  sudden  crocus  from  its 
spikes,  like  imperial  Venus  from  her  shell." 

"  You  have  won."     The  first  tress  flew 

to  the  floor  and  lay  in  the  sunlight  more 

golden  than  gold. 

* 

Twilight  approached  ;  a  fever  burned 
in  the  sky ;  the  pinnacles  of  Camelot 
became  flames  ;  multitudes  of  starlings 
fled  past  with  rushing  of  wings.  Androm- 
eda, surveying  in  her  mirror  the  hair 
which  framed  her  face  like  a  page's,  re- 
marked, "  It  has  only  made  me  younger 
than  ever." 

Una,  entering,  stopped  amazed. 

"  I  thought  I  would  tell  you,  dearest, 
that  I  am  betrothed  to  Sir  Perseus." 

"  I  congratulate  you,  darling — and  I — 
I  am  going  to  dance." 

And,  casting  her  arms  wide,  she  spun  so 
swiftly  that  the  green  silk  film  floated  up 
out  beneath  her  hands  and  encircled  her 
bosom  like  the  ring  about  Saturn. 


10 
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X 


It  was  warm  within  the  pie. 

At  length  the  musicians  struck  up. 
The  prison-house  was  hfted.  The  tri- 
umphant progress  began.  She  heard 
going  before  her  squeaHng  of  pipes,  close 
at  hand,  pulsing  of  tabrets  and  the  shuffle 
of  servitors. 

The  cavalcade  stopped.  Sounded  a 
clapping  of  hands. 

"Aphrodite  is  with  me,"  said  Androm- 
eda to  herself.  Sonorous  trumpets  re- 
sounded immediately  above  her  head. 

The  moment  was  come.  She  flung 
back  the  pie  crust.  She  stepped  forth. 
Scarcely  did  she  glimpse  beneath  the 
torches,  smoking  on  the  walls,  confused 
figures  heaped  along  the  trellis  tables,  who 
in  a  moment  achieved  that  subjective 
remoteness  from  surroundings,  that  identi- 
fication with  the  moving  thread  of  abstract 
rhythm  which  is  the  sign  and  the  reward 
of  the  true  dancer.  At  the  first  gesture 
of  the  arm,  the  first  light  fall  of  the  foot, 
she  discovered  herself  established  in  that 
other  world  where  the  pure  movement  of 
the  body  becomes  a  creational  act  through 
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which  an  idea,  rising  from  behind  con- 
sciousness and  travelling  beyond  reason, 
realizes  itself  so  completely  as  to  produce 
in  the  spirit  an  exaltation  and  peace 
resembling  nothing  less  than  an  intuition 
of  identification  with  the  vital  thrust  of 
Nature's  own  intelligence.  Not  for 
nothing  had  Cassiope,  the  Greek,  caused 
her  daughter  to  be  instructed  in  the  art 
which  of  all  arts  is  the  most  limited  in 
means,  the  most  infinite  in  purport. 
There  are  souls  that  cannot  rise  to  their 
apogee  but  in  the  solitary  dance,  and  such  a 
soul  was  Andromeda's.  For  her  dancing 
contained  in  fusion  twin  utmost  pleasures 
born  of  simultaneous  participation  in  two 
universes  whose  bounds  have  never  been 
defined,  but  which  wheel  about  such  con- 
trary poles  as  the  Real  and  the  Abstract, 
Definition  and  Interpretation,  Science 
and  Mysticism.  "He  who  dances,"  her 
greybeard  instructor  had  laid  it  down, 
"philosophizes.  And  of  all  philosophies 
the  dancer's  is  the  soundest,  for  it 
combines  the  precision  of  geometry  (by 
which  alone  its  form  is  demonstrable) 
with  the  capacity  of  pure  mathematics, 
the  sensual  pleasure  and  final  satisfaction 
of  empiric  experiment  with  the  ethereal 
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delight  and  unending  ambition  of  meta- 
physics :  all  without  anything  to  which 
any  savant,  save  those — alack  !  too  many — 
who  have  never  danced,  can  take  excep- 
tion. The  dance,  my  dear,  is  perhaps 
the  profoundest  of  the  arts — the  art  to 
which  all  the  other  arts  strive  to  approxi- 
mate. In  dance,  sculpture  attains  that 
variability  of  motion  it  can  otherwise  but 
only  suggest ;  poetry,  that  release  from  the 
wholly  explicit  which  clogs  its  wings  ; 
painting,  that  realization  in  a  third  plane 
which  it  cannot  approach,  save  through 
the  trickery  of  illusion  ;  music,  a  redemp- 
tion from  the  purely  abstract.  Nor  is  the 
dance  solely  an  illustration  of  a  particular 
philosophic  concept  of  the  Cosmos.  To 
the  true  dancer — above  all,  to  the  dancer 
in  the  Greek  style — it  is  at  once  a  realiza- 
tion and  exposition  of  the  ideal  way  of  life, 
since  it  not  only  supplies  mind  and  soul 
with  an  illustration  of  the  I'Tature  of 
Things,  but  instructs  man  how  to  live  the 
life  that  is  most  fitting." 

Andromeda  danced.  Her  motions  varied 
in  pace  and  figure,  but  all  were  made  in 
accordance  with  the  desire  of  perfection 
within  the  physical  limits  proper  to  the 
human  body,  which  is  a  mechanism  subject 
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to  just  such  dynamical  laws  as  control 
the  fall  of  a  stone,  the  thrust  of  packed 
ice,  the  flight  of  a  star.  Consequently 
her  motions  were  smooth  and  elliptical. 
For  movement  which  is  bounded  becomes 
geometrical,  and  geometrical  law  makes  it 
impossible  to  vary  the  formation  of  a 
curve  beyond  the  limits  of  such  difference 
in  size  as  depends  upon  alteration  in  the 
relations  subsisting  between  curve  and 
pivot — the  pivot  in  this  case  being  the 
axis  of  the  body  in  balance,  and  this 
axis  itself  being  in  motion  upon  varied 
curves.  Thus  in  the  precision,  inevit- 
ability and  complexity  of  her  movements 
did  Andromeda  demonstrate  the  reign 
of  Eternal  Law.  But  a  demonstration 
of  abstract  beauty  did  not  exhaust  the 
profundities  of  her  Grecian  art.  Re- 
mained concrete  precept  in  a  moral 
lesson.  "Not  enough  is  it,"  the  same 
mentor  had  remarked,  "that  man  should 
perceive  the  persistence  of  Sovereign 
Rhythm.  He  should  learn  how  to  live  in 
harmony  with  it."  That,  too,  she  demon- 
strated after  such  a  manner — now  un- 
fortunately lost — as  would  have  delighted 
Aristotle,  who  was  profoundly  convinced 
that    only    complete    activity,    with    its 
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transformation  of  the  whole  being  into 
Hving  reaHty,  yields  the  fullest  sense  of 
happiness.  So  it  was  that  the  precision, 
complexity  and  air  of  inevitability  that 
informed  her  movements  possessed  a 
moral  beauty,  since  they  bore  witness  to 
the  fact  that  there  existed  in  her  a  fusion 
of  mental  and  physical  capacities  so 
perfect  that  it  was  impossible  to  divide 
the  one  from  the  other.  She  did  not 
move  as  if  her  body  obeyed  her  will 
as  best  it  could,  nor  as  if  her  mind  cor- 
rected the  motions  of  her  body,  but  as 
if  both  progressed  in  simultaneous  easy 
concentration  to  a  given  end.  And  this 
was  achieved  without  any  air  of  effort  or 
of  consciousness  of  effort.  Concentration 
existed,  but  no  sign  of  disharmony  in  its 
working,  because  the  self  as  performer  was 
entirely  ehminated.  Balance  spoke,  and 
no  angles  or  illogical  deflections  resulted. 
The  body  became  elastic  to  a  degree 
unknown,  forasmuch  as  power,  distri- 
buted in  suspension  over  the  whole 
being,  could  flow  wherever  need  declared 
itself.  Self-control  had  become,  in  Soc- 
rates' phrase,  "  an  exact  science,"  when 
not  only  the  waste  of  energy  misapplied 
vanished,  but  the  fatigue  of  any  kind  of 
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vacillation  ceased  to  exist.  Application, 
uniting  the  surety  of  habit  to  the  joy  of 
spontaneity,  became  visible,  and  from  the 
spectacle  might  be  deduced  the  sovereign 
truths  of  how  not  to  live  at  random. 

Andromeda  danced.  The  divine  blithe- 
ness  of  a  being  at  harmony  with  itself, 
and  conscious  that  this  self  is  at  harmony 
with  the  universe,  filled  her  wholly. 
Never  had  her  limbs  seemed  so  light 
and  their  exercise  so  much  and  so  per- 
fectly the  realization  of  her  complete 
self  in  act.  It  was  almost  with  reluctance 
that  at  last  she  moved  to  the  climax  : 
the  display  of  the  creative  means  in 
apotheosis — at  tension,  but  immobile,  after 
so  much  motion.  Before  the  dais,  before 
the  eyes  of  the  accounted  greatest  knight 
— the  whole  man  as  he  must  be,  a  master 
of  all  the  nobler  activities  :  of  war,  of 
counsel,  of  the  arts  and  sciences — she 
would  rend  the  green  film  from  bosom 
to  hem,  thus  to  display  to  him,  tense, 
triumphant,  and  poised  absolutely  still 
upon  tiptoe,  the  divine  instrument  that 
was  herself,  and  worthy  of  the  only  art 
which  necessitates  a  partner — the  top- 
most of  all,  the  Art  of  Love.  .  .  . 

With    eyes    over   which    the    lids    had 
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fallen — because  the  greatest  art  must 
even  keep  about  it  some  hint  of  the 
dream,  some  air  of  the  inexplicitness  of 
memory,  some  suggestion  of  the  most 
unfathomable  riddle — she  approached  the 
dais  and,  as  she  moved,  her  whole  figure 
remained  stiff  like  an  arrow  that,  balanced 
upon  its  golden  barb,  is  wafted  by  the 
care  of  unseen  hands  across  a  sheet  of  glass. 

She  stopped. 

The  sound  of  the  tabret  died  away.  .  .  . 

Slowly  and  beautifully  her  somnam- 
bulistic hands  rose  to  the  valley  of  her 
bosom.  The  film  parted  with  the  sound 
of  a  sigh. 

An  instant  clamour  broke  out :  "  Witch ! 
Sorceress !  Devil  !  "  Sir  Galahad  could 
be  heard  screaming,  "  Harlot !  Succubus  ! 
Devil's  daughter ! " 

She  lifted  the  lids  to  behold  maniacal 
faces  about  her  :  faces  in  which  the  eyes 
burned  with  rage — and  with  another 
emotion. 

"  Northern  swine  !  Filth  !  Satyrs  !  " 
she  cried.     "  I  appeal  to  thee,  O  King  !  " 

But  the  King  did  not  appear  to  hear. 
He  was  far  too  busy  attempting  to  restrain 
Sir  Galahad. 

"  To  thee,  O  Queen  \  " 
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But  the  Queen  did  not  even  raise  her 
eyes.  Head  clasped  in  hands,  she  was 
gazing  with  a  strange  expression  into  a 
goblet  of  crj^stal  filled  with  golden  wine, 
while  Sir  Lancelot  leaning  forward  fixed  a 
devouring  glance  on  her  profile  and  car- 
essed a  lock  of  her  orichalcian  hair.  .  .  . 

Feeling  the  eyes  of  the  assembly  upon 
them  both,  he  abruptly  sought  to  dis- 
entangle his  fingers.  The  lock  dropped 
onto  the  board. 

Andromeda's  eyes  blazed  ;  her  fingers 
curled  like  the  claws  of  a  cat  ;  her  very 
hair  seemed  to  bristle  on  her  head. 
"  Vampire  !  "  she  shrieked.  "  Slut  ! 
Adulteress  !  Her  very  hair  is  false  !  It  is 
with  my  hair,  my  hair,  she  seeks  to  en- 
tangle him  !  " 

Seizing  a  platter,  she  flung  it  at  the 
Queen.  Then,  leaping  the  table,  she 
sought  to  scratch  the  Queen's  cheeks, 
pull  her  hair,  tweak  her  nose,  spit  in  her 
eye  according  to  those  ageless  canons  of  the 
Mediterranean  temperament,  which  in 
the  exuberance  of  love  and  jealousy  sway 
alike  the  conduct  of  peasant  woman  and 
of  princess. 
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When  the  terrible  scene  was  over — a 
scene  in  which  Northern  rancour  and 
hauteur  battled  somewhat  ineffectively 
with  the  directness,  volubility  and  warmth 
of  expression  native  to  the  South — 
Andromeda  found  herself  in  a  dungeon. 
Utterly  worn  out,  she  relapsed  into  a 
profound  slumber. 


XI 


The  cell  door  opened.  She  beheld  a 
stooping  figure  in  a  friar's  robe  with  the 
cowl  drawn  down  over  the  face.  The 
gaoler  withdrew.     The  door  closed. 

The  silent  figure  standing  in  the  gloom 
frightened  her. 

"  You  want ?  " 

From  within  the  cowl  a  ghostly  voice 
replied,  "  Sister  in  God,  do  you  repent  of 
your  most  grievous  sin  ?  " 

She  shivered  and  said  nothing. 

The  stooping  figure  sidled  closer. 
"  Sister  in  God,  do  you  repent  of  your 
most  grievous  sin  ?  " 

She  presented  her  back. 

The  figure  spoke  in  her  ear  :  "  Sister  in 
God " 
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Some  depth  of  irony  in  the  ghostly- 
voice  made  her  turn  her  face.  She 
received  a  most  unghostly  salutation. 

"  Lancelot  !  "  she  cried. 

The  shoulders  of  the  figure  began  to 
shake.     She  twitched  back  the  cowl. 

"  You  !  " 

It  was  the  jester. 

She  began  to  weep. 

"  Sssh  !  "  said  he.  "  Certes,  there  is  no 
time  to  lose,  and  tears  will  not  extinguish 
a  flame — -either  mine  or  yours.  I  love 
you,  and  to-morrow  at  dawn  you  will  be 
publicly  burned  on  several  excellent  counts 
which  certain  of  Christ's  pet  particular 
children,  brothers  in  the  Church  of  Love, 
have  drawn  up — to  wit,  that  you  are  a 
witch,  that  you  have  committed  high 
treason,  that  you  are  a  danger  to  the 
chastity  of  Camelot  and  have  traduced 
the  good  name  of  the  Queen  and  of  Sir 
Lancelot,  who,  as  everybody  knows,  must 
be  a  good  knight  because  the  King 
has  never  been  heard  to  doubt  him. 
Listen.   .  .  ." 

The  sound  of  a  dull  hammering  came 
to  her  ears. 

"  The  stake  is  being  erected." 

"  Burned  !  " 
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"  Yes.  But  it  is  not  necessary.  All  is 
conditional  in  this  world.  Quench  this 
flame  and  escape  the  other." 

"  I  do  not  understand  you." 

He  produced  from  beneath  his  gown  a 
friar's  robe  and  a  file. 

"  It  is  simple.  You  don  this  gear,  you 
use  the  file,  you  meet  me  and " 

"  But  why  should  you  do  this  for 
me  ?  " 

"  All  is  conditional  in  this  world.  One 
has  always  a  choice.  I  leave  you  to  make 
yours." 

"  Never  ! — a  hunchback  !  And  I,  in 
whom  is  incarnated  the  wholesomeness, 
sanity  and  beauty  of  Greece  !  Ah,  no,  no, 
no  !     I  had  rather  be  burned." 

He  hid  the  file  and  robe  beneath  a  pile 
of  straw,  saying,  "  I  shall  be  by  tlic  Eros 
at  dusk." 

She  was  alone  again. 

The  thudding  of  the  hammer  con- 
tinued. .  .  . 

Two  pairs  of  feet  halted  without  the 
grating.  She  knew  those  soft  yellow 
leather  shoes  and  was  granted  opportunity 
to  observe  one  of  them  impinge  upon  a 


PERSEUS  AND  ANDROMEDA     157 

white  silken  ankle  emerging  from  beneath 
the  hem  of  a  blue  cotte. 

"  Much  grieved  am  I,"  said  the  voice 
of  Sir  Perseus,  "  that  after  so  dire  an 
encounter  of  mine  on  her  behalf  this 
damsel  should  so  fall  away.  In  sooth  I 
deem  her  no  witch,  but  one  upon  whom 
an  unfortunate  spell  has  been  laid.  Nathe- 
less,  for  the  honour  of  the  court  .  .  ." 

Ensued  an  interlude  in  which  lips 
would  seem  to  have  shared  that  form  of 
parley  which  those  who  are  not  poets, 
and  even  poets,  are  reputed  to  find  so 
much  more  moving  than  any  words. 

"  Poor  damsel,  I  pity  her,"  Una's  voice 
began.  "  She  knew  no  better,  and  I 
believe  she  loved  you.  Who  could  help 
loving  you  ?  " 

"  Far  be  it  from  me,"  replied  Sir 
Perseus,  "  to  assert  that  which  I  am 
unable  to  prove.  I  have  no  lust  in 
boasting,  but  aboard  the  St.  George, 
while  we  passed  the  island  visited  by  the 
blessed  Saint  Paul  .  .  .  yet  was  my  heart 
otherwhere,  and  .  .  ." 

Another  interlude. 

"  Well,  let  us  to  the  King,"  Sir  Per- 
seus' voice  at  last  resumed.  "  Perchance 
if  we   plead  with  him,   she   may  yet   be 
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saved  from  the  present  fire  and  the  fire 
to  come.  Hard  fare  and  rough  raiment 
may " 

The  feet  and  the  voices  passed  away. 

"  I  will  not  be  pitied  and  I  will  not  be 
saved,  and  above  all  I  will  not  wear  sack- 
cloth," said  Andromeda,  stooping  for  the 
file. 

XII 

"  There  is  no  need  to  hurry,"  said  the 
dwarf,  "  we  have  the  whole  night  to 
travel  in.  Meanwhile,  since  all  is  con- 
ditional and  the  guards  are  within  my 
hail  .  .  ." 

Amor,  his  face  in  shadow,  seemed  to  be 
weeping.  .  .  . 

XIII 

It  was  in  the  City  of  Paris  that  she 
murdered  him.  They  had  been  supporting 
a  difficult  living  by  song  and  dance,  when 
one  midnight,  returning  from  a  hall, 
where  her  beauty  had  attracted  a  certain 
attention,  as  they  stood  in  a  dark  alley 
between  walls  black  and  steep  as  the  side 
of    an   immense   grave,    while    the    moon 
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peered  over  a  gargoyle  like  a  hideous  yellow 
Jew  above  an  arm  clutching  a  money- 
bag, he  made  certain  proposals.  .   .  . 

When  he  had  done,  she  glanced  up  and 
down  the  alley.  At  one  end  a  group  of 
scarecrow  vagrants  gathered  about  a 
brazier  were  warming  the  thin  tongs  of 
their  legs ;  at  the  other,  a  cat,  tail  in 
air,  promenaded,  tip-toe,  the  silvery 
ruts.  .  .  .  She  took  the  jester  by  the 
throat.  Two  moons,  brighter  than  coins 
of  gold,  appeared  in  his  bulging  eyes. 
His  tongue  protruded  ;  his  head  seemed 
to  sink  into  his  hump  ;  his  legs  abruptly 
folded  up  under  him.  She  ransacked 
his  wallet.  Then  she  threw  the  body 
into  the  fosse  under  the  wall  and, 
stepping  lightly  forward,  humming  one 
of  the  songs  that  had  pleased  the  Amor, 
proceeded  on  her  way. 

XIV 

She  had  crossed  the  mountains. 
Shepherds,  hoary,  rosy  and  wrinkled  as 
Pan  himself,  now  pointed  the  path,  per- 
suaded that  she  was  Aurora  traveUing: 
mcognita    toward    the    ravines,    through 
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which   already   the   spring   torrents   were 
whirling   chains   of    bubbles,   tossing    fir- 
cones, lotuses  of  ice.     Her  cheeks  shone  ; 
her   heart   beat.     She   heard   the   unseen 
avalanche   fall   with   a   crash   among   the 
echoing  precipices  and,  watching  a  herd 
of  startled  unicorn  gallop  neighing  along 
the   ledges,   snatched   a   catkined   branch 
to    dance    upon     the    rime-crisp    sward. 
Further  descending,  she  came  in  sight  of  a 
spinnev  before  which  stood  dryads  stretch- 
ing their  freed  arms  to  inhale  the  tingle  of 
the  morning  air  as  Apollo,  upright  in  his 
chariot,  risen  ablaze  between  gilded  peaks, 
bended  his  bow  to  speed  a  flashing  arrow 
up    the    height    of    heaven.     Upon    the 
woodside    across    the    glen    had    come    a 
speckle   of    green.      Friths  of  snowdrops 
slanted  among  the  ash-boles  in  the  copse 
close   at    hand.     And    there  ! — what   was 
that  ? — a    sky-blue    dot    skimmed    across 
the  rapids  where  sheaves  of  spray  jostled 
joyfully  about  the  grizzled  boulders  :    a 
kingfisher,  the  very  soul  of  spring,  darted 
abroad  in  dazzling  flight.     She  rounded  a 
scarp — plateaux,  buttresses,   steeps   came 
into  view;   above  the  ultimate  cHffs  the 
enormous     green     bastion     of     Olympus 
towered  into  the  clouds,  and  above  the 
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clouds,  hardly  discerned  among  the  mists, 
rose  the  rainbow-stained  dim  form  of 
Jupiter,  upon  whose  helm  stood  Victory 
with  scintillant  plumes  outspread  against 
the  lucid  azure  of  the  topmost  sky. 
Laughter  startled  her — Oreads,  emerging 
from  a  crevice,  fled  merrily  before  Panisks 
long  at  ambush  among  the  briars.  Blasts 
of  the  horn  of  Adonis,  lost  in  intermittent 
clamour  of  hounds,  resounded  from  wood 
to  wood.  Amid  seven  circles  of  crocuses. 
Iris,  her  tenderly  smiling  face  turned 
toward  a  goldfinch  perched  shrilling  on 
her  shoulder,  danced  demurely  in  silent 
girlish  rapture,  shaking  out  her  cowslip- 
coloured  smock  or  shedding  with  nimble 
fingers  hyacinth  and  anemone  from  her 
nut-brown  tresses.  Mercury  appeared, 
swerving  along  the  air,  and  laughed  as  he 
poised,  tiptoe  in  stooping  flight,  to  chase 
with  his  caduceus  his  shadow  flitting 
before  him  across  the  turf.  Melody  of 
ineffable  gravity,  of  thrilling  sweetness, 
rose  to  her  ears  and,  mounting  a  hillock, 
she  beheld  the  august  Muses  with  arms 
uplifted  singing  in  a  place  apart.  And, 
marking  all  this,  tears  burgeoned  beneath 
her  lashes. 

Momently  more  aware  of  her  loneliness 
II 
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she  pressed  on  till  at  length  she  came  to 
a  fen  pool  where  sorrowful-eyed  narcissi 
regarded  their  reflections  in  the  dimpled 
surface.  The  voice  of  the  naiad  was 
singing  to  the  lonely  flowers  the  legend 
of  the  bonny  stripling  enamoured  of  the 
image  of  his  own  perfection,  and  it 
seemed  to  her  that  this  tale  of  useless 
beauty  was  the  saddest  and  the  oldest 
tale  in  the  world.  She  peered  over 
the  brink.  Below  her  own  lovely  image 
appeared  the  moony  bloated  face  of  the 
jester  as  it  had  looked  up  at  her  from 
the  fosse — or  was  it  only  a  mottled  stone 
compassed  by  wavering  water-fronds  ? 
Twilight  was  falling.  She  grew  uneasy. 
Why  should  an  ugliness,  hardly  noticed 
at  the  crisis,  trouble  her  now  ? 

"  He  said  he  wanted  to  see  the  South," 
she  murmured.  And  as  is  natural  when 
the  memory  of  a  lover  revives  in  the  mind, 
that  memory  introduces  its  inevitable 
cousin,  the  thought  of  another — with  her 
of  Sir  Lancelot.  Did  she  yet  love  him  ? 
or  was  it  only  a  precious  remembrance  of 
the  Captain  of  the  Guard  ? 

"  Do  we  love  but  once  then,  and  are 
our  first  loves  likewise  our  last  ?  "  she 
wondered.     "  All  subsequent  loves  being 
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but  echoes  or,  if  not  echoes,  the  mere 
love  of  loving  ?  "  And  she  began  to 
institute  comparisons  till  it  occurred  to 
her  to  ponder  whether  any  stone  had 
been  set  up  to  mark  the  grave  of  the 
Monster.  .  .  . 

"  I  might  as  well  go  and  see,"  she  con- 
cluded. "  Sir  Lancelot  can't  know  :  it 
won't  do  him  any  harm.  And  what  if  he 
did  resent  it  ?     Should  I  mind  ?  " 


XV 

Three  nights  later  she  emerged  upon  the 
shore  that  fronted  her  aforetime  island 
home. 

Dark,  mysterious  and  peaceful  lay  the 
straits  beneath  her  eye  like  the  very 
image  of  the  mood  that  now  possessed 
her.  Not  a  murmur  broke  that  pro- 
found stillness,  and  the  very  moveless 
constellations,  tenderly  reflected  in  the 
waters,  appeared  so  lapped  in  ethereal 
indifference  that  not  the  fall  of  a 
meteorite  shot  from  the  zenith  into 
that  dim  depth  would  sufhce  to  shatter 
their  absolute  quietude.  Upon  the  beach 
ni}  liad  smooth   round  stones  glimmered 
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like  an  ossuary  of  crystal  skulls.  She 
descended  and  became  aware  how  up 
that  verge  the  lustreless  waters  floated, 
whispering  of  peace,  and  descended, 
sighing  of  rest. 

Andromeda,  covering  her  face  with  her 
hands,  rocked  gently. 

"  Waters  of  oblivion,"  she  murmured, 
"  blessed  waters,  to  whose  brink  even 
the  most  out-wearied  at  last  attain,  with 
what  spell  do  you  lullaby  my  spirit. 
Cradle  me,  blessed  waters  ;  lave  my  cares 
away." 

The  moon  rose,  spilling  a  silvery  path 
from  the  shore  into  infinity. 

"  Now  am  I  relieved,"  said  she,  "  of 
love  and  the  burden  of  love.  Now,  if  I 
could,  would  I  tread  that  still  and  shining 
path  whithersoever  it  might  lead  me,  so 
be  it  but  lead  me  to  rest." 

She  trod  the  beach. 

The  stones,  that  had  appeared  so  beauti- 
ful, were  painful  to  her  feet.  She  per- 
ceived on  the  verge  of  the  sea  a  bearded 
elder  in  a  shallow  skitt.  Bowed  over  the 
oar  at  the  stern  he  appeared  always  to  have 
been  waiting — waiting,  perhaps,  for  her. 
He  twitched  a  hoary  forelock. 

"  Ferry,  pretty  lady  ?  " 
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She  nodded. 

A  little  breeze,  exceedingly  chill,  had 
arisen.  She  wrapped  her  monk's  robe  yet 
closer  about  her.  The  skiff  put  out.  The 
ancient,  swaying  over  his  labour  at  the  oar 
upon  the  stern,  lifted  his  head,  and  the 
moon,  illumining  that  thin  hair,  that  crys- 
talline eye,  those  features  at  once  bland, 
smooth,  mild  and  ironically  benevolent,  put 
her  inmindof  the  fabled  Charon.  A  solitary 
ripple  laughed  or  sighed  to  itself  about  the 
bows  where  glaucous-eyed  fish  rolled  up 
to  gaze  upon  the  pair  afloat  between  a 
vacant  heaven  and  an  immaterial  sea. 
Suddenly  the  greybeard  began  to  quaver 
in  slow  time  to  the  motion  of  the  oar  : 

Tout  casse  .  .  .  (Clank) ! 
Tout  lasse  .  .  .  (Clank) ! 
Tout  passe    .     .      .     (Clank)  I 

"  Where  learned  you  that  ?  "  Androm- 
eda inquired  listlessly. 

"  Orpheus  taught  it  me.  He  said  it 
was  the  song  made  by  the  old  gossips — 
the  Fates — as  they  sat  spinning  in  the 
sunlight  of  the  first  day." 

"  Sing  it  again." 

"  Ah,  I  thought  it  would  please  'ee. 
I  find  it  a  special  favourite  with  the 
young — especially  if  handsome." 
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He  bowed,  touched  his  forelock  and 
quavered  afresh  : 

'Tout  casse  .  .  .  (Clank) ! 
Tout  lasse  ,  .  .  (Clank)  ! 
Tout  passe  .      .      .     (Clank)  ! 

Twin  burning  tears,  at  once  painful  and 
refreshing,  forced  themselves  from  An- 
dromeda's eyes,  ran  down  her  cheeks,  and 
fell  with  a  tinkle  in  the  bottom  of  the 
boat.  The  old  man,  giving  one  hand 
only  to  his  oar,  bent  down  and  gathered 
them. 

"  Thank  'ee,  pretty  lady." 

And  he  showed  her  the  two  silver 
pennies  in  his  hand — the  immortal  obols 
of  mankind. 

Then  he  bit  them. 

"  Good  metal.  The  youngest  are  the 
honestest,  and  I've  ferried  but  one  younger 
beauty  able  to  pay  them.  Helen  her 
name  was.  I  told  her  I  would  ferry  her 
across  for  the  mere  lifting  of  he^  veil. 
But  she  shook  her  head.  They  say  she 
caused  a  peck  o'  trouble  in  the  world. 
Hers  was  the  best  minted  money  I  ever 
took,  'spite  her  tender  age.  Her  foot — 
so  slender  it  was  in  its  silver  sandal — 
couldn't  keep  still,  being  yet  set  mebbe 
on  dancin'  and  gallamaufryin',  or  per'aps 
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she  was  impatient  on  other  counts — for 
I  mind  there  were  specks  of  blood  upon 
her  instep.  I  kept  her  pieces  of  money 
for  luck.  I  like  to  think  she  didn't 
consider  me  old  enough  to  be  let  see  her 
face.  She'd  learned  wisdom,  poor  child. 
Youth  and  beauty  is  only  trouble,  I'm 
thinking." 

He  displayed  two  golden  obols  on  a 
twist  of  yarn. 

Andromeda  did  not  even  lift  her  head. 
The  clatter  of  those  tokens  sounded  to 
her  like  brass.     But  she  said  nothing. 

A  deeper  lustre  fell  upon  the  lagoon. 
The  phosphorescent  waters  winked  as  if 
composed  of  thousands  of  little  spinning 
coins. 

The  island  loomed  up.  The  tide, 
welling  upon  the  beach,  dispersed  itself 
with  the  sound  of  a  universal  sigh. 

Andromeda  stepped  ashore. 
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"  Tout  casse,  tout  lasse,  tout  passe,''^  she 
sang  softly  in  quick  time,  as  she  made 
her  way  to  the  promontory  beneath  which 
she  had  once  dwelt. 
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The  sinking  moon  hung  iridescent  on 
the  horizon.  Green  vapour  enveloped  the 
shoal  of  the  sirens.  Upon  Circe's  palace- 
top  glistened  a  fixed  cresset. 

"  Poor  Circe,"  murmured  Andromeda. 
"  I  wonder  if  she  really  cares  for  them." 
And,  peering  over  the  edge,  Andromeda 
smiled  a  little  sadly  toward  the  watery 
grave  of  the  Monster. 

The  pool  stirred,  effervesced,  blossomed 
in  foam  roseate  beneath  the  first  rays  of 
the  rising  sun.  .  .  . 

The  Monster  emerged. 

"  What  !  "  exclaimed  Andromeda.  "  I 
understood  you  were How  deceit- 
ful men  are."  She  covered  her  face.  Her 
shoulders  shook. 

"  There,  there,"  said  the  Monster ; 
"  don't  cry — if  you  are  crying.  Let  me  at 
once  admit  the  culpability — the  hideous 
culpability — of  the  male  in  general — 
above  all,  of  those  over  fifty  years  of  age 
who  have  learned  how  much,  particularly 
in  the  elderly,  discretion  is  the  better  part 
of  valour,  and  that  youth,  adorable  youth 
(the  only  thing  worth  having),  whether  of 
boy  or  girl,  not  only  must  but  should  be 
served.  I  hope  you  have  enjoyed  yourself, 
but  by  the  unlooked-for  earliness  of  return 
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I  fear  you  have  not.  Nevertheless,  I 
trust  that  the  deceit  to  which  you  so 
feeUngly  refer — Honi  soit  qui  mat  y  fense — 
has  not  entirely  blighted  your  belief  in  all 
persons  of  my  gender.  Ah,  you  smile ! 
What  is  more  delicious — or  more  becom- 
ing, I  may  add — than  the  smile  of  for- 
giveness on  the  face  of  a  lovely  young 
w^oman  ?  " 

"  But  I  do  not  forgive  you,"  she 
stamped,  "you  silly  old  Monster.  I  am 
very  angry  with  you.  You  have  no  right 
so  to  deceive  a  poor  girl." 

"  Then  why  did  you  return  ?  " 
"  I  came  to  tell  you  that  I  do  not  forgive 
you." 

"  But  you  thought  I  was  dead." 

"  Nonsense  :    I  knew  very  well  all  the 


time." 


"  Andromeda,  you  are  more  delightful 
than  ever." 

"  You  needed  a  lesson." 

"  The  magnanimity  of  the  young  has 
ever  been  a  subject  of  applausive  wonder 
to  philosophers.  In  return  for  your 
lesson " 

"  You  seem  to  think  I  have  come  to 
stay- 
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"  I  am  not  so  foolish — though  I  regret 
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that  my  young  friends,  the  metaphysical 
poets,  should  prove  mistaken.  They  sang, 
you  know,  of  love  under  the  figure  of  a 
circle.  And  quite  correctly  too.  Nous 
sommes  toujours  en  retour  a  notre  'premier 
amourr 

"  But  I  tell  you  I  knov^^  that  I  do  not 
love  you." 

"  Woman's  omniscience  again  !  Dear 
creatures  ! — all  of  you  are  at  once  so  much 
older  and  younger  than  we — so  young 
that  you  never  know  your  own  minds,  so 
old  that  you  always  know  your  own  hearts. 
I  used  to  think  the  truth  to  be  the  other 
way  about.  Well,  we  live,  and  sometimes 
if  we  live  long  enough — but  we  need  to 
live  longer  than  most  of  us  care — we 
learn.  So  you  do  not  love  me  ?  Well, 
there's  no  hurry,  since  Eternity,  according 
to  the  poets,  is  always  connected  with  the 
idea  of  Love,  and  consequently  the  passage 
of  time  can  only  be  considered  relr.tively. 
Yes,  you  will  come  to  love  me.  Habit  is 
ten  times  nature,  as  Wellington,  who  as  the 
years  flowed  on  was  not  without  his  little 
— um — feminine  habits,  remarked." 

"  You  are  odious.     I  love  another." 

"  What— still  ?  No  matter.  That  will 
pass.     As    I   was    saying :    in    return   for 
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your  lesson — see,  I  have  a  little  present 
for  you." 

"  WeU,  what  is  it  ?  " 

"  A  book." 

"  I  dislike  books." 

"  That  is  not  unreasonable.  Life,  as 
doubtless  you  have  discovered  in  the 
course  of  the  lesson  you  have  been  giving 
me,  is  so  much  more  than  books,  especially 
men's  books.  This  volume,  however,  is  the 
work  of  a  woman.  The  publisher  asserts 
that  it  is  in  the  nature  of  a  revelation 
that " 

Andromeda  stepped  down. 

"  Who  was  she  ?  " 

"  Her  name  was  Pandora — she  received 
every  possible  gift  at  birth  :  health,  rank, 
beauty— she  has  the  most  lovely  hair — 
riches,  wit,  honour  and,  as  she  grew  up, 
life  added  to  her,  the  best  of  all  gifts, 
diverse  and  deep  experience.  She  moved 
in  the  best  circles.  She  became  the  wife 
of  a  prime  minister  having  the  most  stately 
head  of  all  premiers  in  Europe.  And  now 
Pandora  is  said  to  have  let  the  cat  out  of 
the  bag.  Here  is  her  book.  It  cannot  fail, 
I  think,  to  be  interesting.  Her  indiscretion 
is,  I  am  told,  all  that  could  be  expected  in 
one  of  her  social  distinction," 
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Andromeda  accepted  the  volume  and 
inspected  the  portrait  frontispiece. 

"  Her  hair  is  not  quite  as  nice  as  mine," 
she  said.     "  However  .  .  ." 

The  sun  had  wholly  risen.  The  sirens 
began  to  sing.  Circe  emerged  on  to  her 
palace-top  and  nodded  to  Andromeda. 
Andromeda  nodded  back. 

"  I've  had  a  comfortable  seat  made  for 
you."  She  beheld  a  throne  of  malachite 
diapered  with  seaweed.  Andromeda  sat 
down. 

The  Monster,  fanning  himself  with  a 
leisurely  flipper,  sank  into  a  doze.  The 
usual  morning  babble  rose  from  Circe's 
isle.  Another  ship  ran  upon  the  ancient 
reef,  and  the  sirens,  yawning  behind  slim 
fingers,  took  the  customary  young  mariners 
to  their  little  bosoms. 

Andromeda  glanced  at  the  Monster, 
where  he  reclined  with  flippers  crossed 
upon  his  stomach. 

"  Well,  at  any  rate,  though  he  can't 
be  called  good  looking,  he  isn't  tire- 
some. .  .  .  Captain  !  " 

The  Monster  opened  one  eye.  She 
discovered  that  her  old  brilliancy  of  smile 
had  not  entirely  deserted  her.  He 
beamed. 
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"  WeU  ?  " 

"  I've  decided  to  stay  a  little." 

"  Really  ?     How  good  of  you  !  " 

"  Isn't  it  ?     Have  you  a  pen  ?  " 

He  dived,  and  returned  with  a  coral 
pen  and  a  bottle  of  cuttlefish  ink. 

"  Informing  your — um — friend  of  your 
strictly  temporary  sojourn  here  ?  " 

"  Perhaps  !  " 

"  Perhaps  ?  " 

"  The  tassel  on  your  cap  wants  mending. 
Really,  one  would  think  you  almost 
needed  some  one  to  look  after  you. 
Your  hair,  too,  wants  brushing.  Are  your 
whiskers,  I  wonder,  as  silky  as  ever  ?  " 

"  Well,"  she  said,  when  that  was  over, 
"  perhaps  you  do,  after  all,  understand  me 
a  little." 

"  And  what  is  it  you  are  going  to  write, 
my  precious  ?  " 

"  Never  mind." 

He  eyed  the  book  :  "  A  supplementary 
chapter  ?  " 

"  Maybe." 

"  Dedicated  to  ?  " 

"  Dedicated  to  you." 
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"The  general  tone  and  treatment  of  Darwinism,  even 
hitherto,  has  been  deeply  coloured  by  the  acute  individualism 
of  Darwin's  and  the  preceding  age.  We  may  therefore 
restate  here  the  concluding  thesis  of  our  own  E'-oolution  of 
Sex,  since  elaborated  in  various  ways  by  Drummond,  by 
Kropotkin  and  others.  It  is  that  the  general  progress 
both  of  the  plant  and  the  animal  world,  and  notably  the 
great  uplifts,  must  be  viewed  not  simply  as  individual  but 
very  largely  in  terms  of  sex  and  parenthood,  of  family  and 
association  ;  and  hence  of  gregarious  flocks  and  herds,  of 
co-operative  packs,  of  evolving  trilies,  and  thus  ultimately 
of  civilized  societies — above  all,  therefore,  of  the  city. 
Huxley's  tragic  'vision  of  '  >iature  as  a  gladiatorial  sho-xv,' 
and  consequently  of  ethical  life  and  progress  as  merely 
superposed  by  man,  as  therefore  an  interference  with  the 
normal  order  of  Nature,  is  still  far  too  dominant  among  us. 
It  threatens  even  to-day  to  confuse  the  nascent  science, 
and  still  more  to  wreck  the  incipient  art  of  Eugenics,  in 
fact  to  encourage  that  massacre  of  the  innocents  which  is 
expressed  in  the  death-rate  of  every  community  ;  and  to 
extend  this  to  a  corresponding  view  of  legislation  and 
government.  Here,  in  fact,  is  opening  the  greatest  practical 
controversy  of  our  science,  in  comparison  to  which  all 
others  have  been  but  academic — that  ultimately  between 
the  Herodian  and  the  Magian  view  and  treatment  of  the 
child,  and  between  essential  renewals  of  the  Caesarist  and 
of  the  Christian  ideals  of  the  community." 

"  Enjolution^'  by  Professor  Patrick  Geddes 
and  J.  Arthur  Thomson. 

"The  aim  of  social  reform  must  be,  not  to  abolish  class, 
but  to  provide  that  each  individual  shall  so  far  as  possible 
get  into  the  right  class  and  stay  there,  and  usually  his 
children  after  him." 

The  Gospel  according  to  Bateson  {see  "  Biological 
Fact  and  the  Structure  of  Society,"  f.  32). 

"People  talk  about  the  impatience  of  the  populace,  but 
sound  historians  know  that  most  tyrannies  have  been 
possible  because  man  moved  too  late." 

Chesterton. 
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IT  was  after  the  Second  World  War  had 
been  brought  to  its  sublime  con- 
clusion ;  when  the  starving  peoples  of  the 
earth  began  to  emerge  from  the  warrens 
beneath  the  crust,  wherein  they  had 
huddled  from  the  triumphs  of  Applied 
Science  scattered  hy  the  Onward  March  of 
Progress ;  when  all  but  the  houses  of  the 
Overlords,  who  now  as  ever  proved  fittest 
to  survive,  had  been  flattened  in  those 
merciful  ruins  which  did  much  to  clear 
Europe  of  the  slum  dwellings  to  which  the 
Underling  so  foolishly  clung ;  when  the 
Peace  of  the  City  of  Fiasco  had  been  signed 
by  the  smiling  delegates  by  the  smiling 
waters  of  the  Mediterranean,  that  there 
assembled  in  the  palace  of  Cyrus  Magni- 
ferox,  above  the  shards  that  had  once  been 
Paris,  a  collocation  of  the  Brains  of  Power. 

12 
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In  a  colossal  saloon,  under  the  radiance 
diffused  from  the  fiery  rose  or  faint  azure 
tints  ever  softly- billowing  within  the 
expanses  of  a  pearly  ceiling,  between  lucid 
walls  loftily  panelled  with  representations  of 
the  Three  Triumphs,  "  Speculative  Civil- 
ization over  Original  Savagery,^''  "  Com- 
merce receiving  the  Tribute  of  the  Arts  and 
Sciences  "  and  "  Expediency  appropriating 
the  Cap  of  Folly ^^"^  a  discussion,  weighty  with 
consequences  to  mankind,  was  in  progress, 
while,  in  an  alcove  apart,  an  ethereal 
orchestra  discreetly  rehearsed  the  famous 
"  Hymn  of  Thanksgiving,^^  posthumous 
work  of  Stepan  Tympan,  latterly  and 
unfortunately  (though  amid  universal 
acclamation)  dead  of  an  obscure  com- 
plaint connected  with  defective  nutrition 
hastened  by  neglect. 

"  Now  that  Armageddon  once  more  is 
over,"  Magniferox  was  heard  saying,  as  he 
puffed  his  cigar,  "  and  unconquered  civiliza- 
tion, the  immortal  fledgling  Phoenix,  ever- 
parturient  of  itself  amid  the  pyrotechnical 
demonstration  of  its  own  destructive 
vitality,  rises  again  from  the  chaos,  that  must 
inevitably  attend  Social  Evolution  in  so  far 
as  it  affects  all  peoples  but  Our  Unchanging 
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Selves,  we  are  confronted  by  an  unlooked- 
for  situation.  '  Peace,'  as  the  poets  have 
remarked,  '  hath  her  victories  no  less  re- 
nowned than  war  ' ;  and  relying,  in  the 
idealism  native  to  us,  on  the  poets,  we  have 
looked  to  see  the  triumphs  of  Peace  com- 
mence, having  fitly  prepared  for  them  by 
a  war  more  colossal  than  any  hitherto 
experienced  upon  this  daedal  planet.  But, 
alas !  even  the  loftiest  purposes  must  go 
awry  where  Chance,  that  not  even  our 
science  can  explain,  takes  a  hand  in  that 
inefficient  organization  known  as  the 
Cosmos.  Despite  our  extremest  efforts, 
though  three  years  have  elapsed  since  the 
signing  of  that  sublime  Treaty,  containing 
the  New  {Vth)  Covenant  of  Man,  whereby 
we  have  pledged  the  nations  not  to  fly  at 
each  others'  throats  till  they  are  strong 
enough  to  do  so  in  such  a  final  manner  as 
to  put  an  everlasting  end  to  war  for  lack 
of  humans  to  wage  it,  the  world  does  not 
enjoy  these  fruits  of  harmony  for  which  we 
have  so  earnestly  striven  and  in  which,  as 
Organizers  of  a  Business  World,  we  have  so 
large  an  interest.  Far  be  it  from  me — far 
be  it  from  you — to  reproach  the  peoples 
with     ingratitude.     Heaven     knows     they 
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have  shed  their  blood  most  nobly  in  causes 
they  could  hardly  be  expected  to  under- 
stand— such  as  Faith  in  the  Eden  Oil  Con- 
cessions, Hope  in  the  Abyssinian  Iron 
Deposits,  and  Charity  toward  the  Phosphate 
Trust's  activities  centred  about  the  Southern 
Pole  :  causes  of  as  capital  an  urgency  as  any 
ever  dreamed  on  by  even  the  most  dis- 
tracted heroes.  Nor  have  they  been  lack- 
ing in  that  spirit  of  self-sacrifice,  which  is 
above  the  desire  of  mere  temporal  dominion 
proper  to  all  self-determined  peoples.  For 
them  the  words,  '  In  the  Name  of  Hu- 
manity,' has  not  been  a  vain  phrase  and, 
under  our  enlightened  guidance,  they  have 
slain  some  millions  of  each  other  to  prove  it. 
Conscious  of  their  extraordinary  efforts,  of 
that  equality  of  sacrifice  which  has  raised 
them  almost  to  a  pitch  of  disinterestedness 
equal  to  that  possessed  by  ourselves,  who  rule 
the  world  not  so  much  because  it  profits  us 
as  because  we  feel  ourselves  the  only  persons 
fit  to  bear  this  burden,  we  have  been  rash 
enough  to  promise  them  such  a  world,  fit 
for  heroes  to  live  in,  as  they  do  not  at 
present  seem  either  suited  or  entitled  to 
enjoy.  I  have  said,  '  Do  not  reproach  them 
with  ingratitude.'    I  repeat  that  injunction. 
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We  must  not  expect  overmuch  of  humanity ; 
that  is  a  mistake  too  many  benefactors  of 
mankind  have  made,  and  v^^hich  we,  the 
latest  heirs  of  man's  material  and  spiritual 
heritage,  should  avoid.  Gentlemen,  we 
all  enjoy  a  certain  modest  ease  .  .  ." — ^he 
waved  his  hand  towards  the  golden  cor- 
nices— "  the  pleasant  fruit  of  our  labours, 
accorded  us  by  a  grateful  and  suffering 
humanity,  or,  if  not  accorded,  at  least  sanc- 
tioned as  the  attributes  proper  to  Power. 
What,  I  ask  you,  are  we  going  to  do  for 
humanity  ?  " 

He  crossed  one  knee  over  the  other. 
The  orchestra,  having  finished  the  "  Hymn 
of  Thanksgiving,^'  now  commenced  a 
more  popular  piece  entitled  "  The  River 
of  Gold.'' 

"  Mankind,  we  see,  is  in  sore  straits. 
The  war,  that  we  carried  to  so  final  a  con- 
clusion, seems  to  have  deposited  some 
unknown  ferment  in  the  breasts  of  the 
people.  The  words,  '  In  the  Name  of 
Humanity,'  which  we  so  carefully  selected 
in  order  to  secure  the  Maximum  Efficiency 
in  Carnage,  is  being  sorely  abused  :  the 
peoples  are  applying  this  slogan  to  them- 
selves and  their  needs.     Fed  by  the  clap- 
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trap    of    so-called    social    reformers    and 
backed  up  by  an  absurd  misreading  of  a 
bogus  science,  which  is  beginning  to  insist 
that  integralization  and  not  war  to  the 
death  is  the  side  of  Evolution  that  should 
employ  our  attention  and  that  we  should 
foster,  since  Evolution  is  no  longer  a  blind 
process  but  is  becoming  rapidly  conscious 
of  itself  as  far  as  man  is  concerned,  the 
people  are  possessed  of  an  unrest,  which 
is    not    only    unbecoming    but    positively 
dangerous  to  the  social  fabric  on  the  apex 
of    which    you    and    I,    gentlemen,    the 
Authority   sworn   to   serve   mankind,   are 
enthroned.     Extraordinary   as   this   point 
of  view  must  appear  to  you,  I  ask  you  to 
endeavour  to  understand  it.     For  if  you 
do  not  suffer  me  to  explain  it,  it  is  only  too 
possible   that   you   will   not   survive   long 
enough  to  understand  it." 

"  You  mean  ...  ?  "  inquired  Hector 
M'Cluskie,  the  veteran  billionaire. 

"  I  mean  that  the  arguments  of  the 
Proletariat  may  become  so  forcible  that  you 
will  not  be  in  a  position  to  reply  to  them. 
As  I  drove  up  here  in  my  armoured  mon- 
automobile  a  bomb  was  thrown  at  me." 

He  brushed  the  cigar  ash  from  his  lapels. 
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A  sensation  was  apparent  among  the 
guests.  Some  conversed  in  agitated 
whispers,  others  eyed  Magniferox  from 
under  their  brows  with  an  air  of  pain,  not 
unmixed  with  a  certain  satisfaction  which 
found  vent  in  murmurs  of  ardent  con- 
gratulations upon  his  escape. 

"  Moreover,"  continued  Magniferox, 
suddenly  gentle,  "  other  painful  incidents 
have  occurred.  You,  M'Cluskie,  I  am 
given  to  understand,  have  had  trouble  in 
your  steelyards." 

"  I  canna  deny  it." 

"  And  you.  Monsieur  Krohn  .  .  .  .?  " 

"  That  ees  as  may  be." 

"  I  thought  so.     And  you,  Seiior  ?  " 

"  Ah,  Meester  Magnifeerox,  you  ees 
always  so  well  inform." 

"  And  you,  Herr  Blumenbaum  ? 

"  Ach,  id  is  only  doo  drue." 

"  And  you  others  ?  " 

There  was  a  prolonged  murmur  of 
assent. 

"  Dr.  Ahasuerus,  I  observe  you  do  not 
jom. 

All  gazed  at  Dr.  Ahasuerus,  a  mummy- 
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like  figure  in  frock-coat,  skull-cap  and 
caftan. 

"  No." 

"  How  are  we  to  account  for  that  ?  " 

"  I  have  special  methods  of  Authority, 
and  still  more  special  methods  of  Ameli- 
orization.  But  I  will  not  deny  that  not 
even  these  methods  always  assure  me  the 
results  I  look  for." 

"  Very  well.  We  are  agreed  that  there 
exists  a  state  of  unparalleled  restlessness 
which  can  only  be  regarded  as  nothing 
less  than  calamitous.  It  is  not  for  me  to 
enlarge  on  this  matter.  I  do  not  think 
there  is  one  among  us — even  of  those 
whom  we  can  but  consider  as  a  trifle  re- 
actionary— who  will  argue  that  this  state 
of  affairs  should  continue.  Doubtless 
struggle  in  a  world  founded  on  competi- 
tion is  natural.  But  to  the  rigour  of  the 
operation  of  this  Natural  Law  we  have 
opposed  a  novel  idea.  With  that  idea, 
gentlemen,  most  of  you  are  acquainted, 
and  in  the  factories  of  some  of  you  it  has 
borne  fruit  :  that  beautiful — and  let  me 
add  useful  —  idea  being  Amelioration. 
Amelioration  ! — ah,  gentlemen,  what  has 
that  blessed  word  not  meant  to  the  suffer- 
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ing  Proletariat  ?  In  its  name  we  have 
instituted  ideal  conditions  of  labour  :  an 
eight-hour  day,  elegant  factories  decorated 
with  improving  frescoes  by  the  most 
illustrious  artists,  free  medical  attendance, 
free  insurance,  employers'  liability,  a  mini- 
mum wage,  unemployment  benefit,  com- 
pulsory arbitration,  the  Labour  Colony, 
all  excellent  instances  of  Amelioration 
working  under  the  historical  banner  of 
Collectivism  to  establish  Scientific  Social- 
ism as  opposed  to  its  sham,  sentimental 
cousin  Anarchy.  You  may  think,  gentle- 
men, that  we  have  done  enough,  who 
have  abolished  from  Slavery  all  that  the 
sublime  science  of  Sociology  might  find 
objectionable  (including  its  unfortunate 
name),  that,  if,  after  such  efforts  the 
workman — who  is  now  enabled  by  law 
to  work  in  a  factory  from  youth  to 
age  without  a  single  preoccupation, 
benevolently  forbidden  the  troublesome 
promptings  of  a  vain  ambition,  who 
remains  without  a  single  duty  to  the 
world  and  mankind  save  to  acquire  his 
wages — shows  signs  of  restlessness,  we  are 
entitled  to  crush  and  even  to  electrocute 
him.    There  I  profoundly  disagree.     Man, 
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gentlemen,  does  not  live  by  bread  alone. 
We  have  furnished  his  body  with  all  it 
can  need — under  our  beneficence  he 
enjoys  the  choice  of  as  many  brands  of 
food,  of  boots,  of  amusements  as  he  cares 
and  can  pay  for — but  that  is  not  enough. 
We  were  faint-hearts  to  rest  here.  Now 
that  we  have  so  successfully  furnished  his 
limbs,  now  that  we  have  so  generously 
catered  for  his  palate,  let  us  not  slacken 
till  we  have  furnished  his  mind,  nor  draw 
rein  till  we  have  catered  for  his  soul  ! 
And  why  must  we  do  this  ?  Because, 
gentlemen,  with  us  the  workman's  welfare 
is  a  Sacred  Trust,  and  Trusts  with  us  are 
always  sacred.  Where  demand  is  there 
must  be  supply.  That  is  the  first  of 
economic  laws." 

Mr.  Magniferox  wiped  his  forehead  amid 
approving  murmurs. 

"  I  understand  that  in  the  printing 
industry,"  he  resumed  upon  a  ton^  not 
lacking  in  asperity,  "  there  has  lately 
occurred  a  most  unseemly  incident.  The 
establishments,  which  are  our  property, 
have  been  secretly  used  to  publish  a  print 
of  origin  other  than  our  own,  and  this  print 
has  been  surreptitiously  circulated." 
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Indignant  eyebrows  ascended. 

"  By  the  smart  work  of  a  confidential 
employee  I  have  been  enabled  to  secure 
a  copy  of  this  outrageous  document. 
Pardon  my  rudeness  if  I  offend  your  eyes 
by  the  display  of  anything  so  heinous. 
Gentlemen,  we  all  have  our  weaknesses — 
there  are  those  amongst  us  who  have 
collected  such  canvases  as  are  as  much 
noted  for  their  charming  indecorum  as  for 
the  fame  of  the  hands  that  limned  them. 
I  myself  own  to  the  possession  of  several 
such  trifles.  But,  gentlemen,  though  we 
may  occasionally  indulge  these  fancies, 
I  venture  to  say  that  there  is  not  one  of 
us  who  would  ever  encourage  in  any  way 
whatsoever  the  sin  of  Blasphemy — for  that, 
alas !  is  what  we  are  faced  with — an  outrage 
on  what  is  sacred  :  I  refer,  of  course, 
to  an  impugnment  of  the  operation  of 
Natural  Law,  which  has  placed  us  in  the 
position  we  occupy,  whose  august  purposes 
in  all  humility  we  serve,  suffering  no  man 
to  question  them  or  us,  and  for  which, 
by  our  continual  issue  of  regulations,  we 
demonstrate  our  unbounded  and  ever- 
lasting respect  together  with  our  unending 
zeal  to  enhance  the  Harmony  of  Nature. 
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Alack,  gentlemen,  of  such  an  unpardonable 
and  unparagoned  outrage  I  here  offer  you 
unquestionable  ocular  evidence." 

Magniferox  uttered  a  deep  sigh  and, 
slowly  rising  to  his  feet,  lifted  from  an 
elegant  porphyry  table  a  heavy  roll  of 
cheap  paper. 

"  Such  an  offence,"  he  continued 
sternly,  "  accustomed  as  u^e  are  to  a  certain 
easiness  of  behaviour,  would  constitute 
a  serious  matter  amongst  ourselves. 
Emanating  from  the  obscurities  it  does, 
it  cannot  but  provoke  unexampled  horror. 
Do  you  start,  gentlemen  .?  Witness  then 
the  justification  of  my  vehemence  !  " 

He  released  the  cord  about  the  scroll. 

The  assembly  glanced  and  were  ap- 
palled :  a  nude  female  figure  of  exalted 
countenance,  shield  on  arm,  sword  in  hand, 
and  whose  wild  locks  escaped  from  be- 
neath a  most  curious  little  cap  shaped  like 
the  cockle  of  a  snail,  trampled  beneath  her 
feet  a  dragon,  the  coils  of  which  spelt 
out  the  word  LAW.  Underneath  this 
apparition  was  written  in  red  letters  the 
single  word — 

TO-MORROW  ! 
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Mr.  Magniferox  cleared  his  throat :  the 
assembly  cleared  its  throat  :  all  and  one  a 
prey  to  violent  emotion. 

"  I  perceive  you  are  shocked,  gentle- 
men," remarked  Mr.  Magniferox  at  last. 
"  I  could  expect  no  less." 

He  leaned  back.  The  cigar  smoke, 
ascending  in  a  spiral  from  his  mouth, 
assumed  the  shape  of  an  immense  question 
mark. 

A  prolonged  silence  ensued  as  the  Brains 
of  Power  gazed  uneasily  at  one  another. 
At  length  the  great  M'Cluskie,  a  hoary 
colossus  of  Aristidean  aspect,  setting 
down  the  tonic  water,  which  with  dry 
biscuits  formed  his  only  aliment,  rose  to 
his  feet.  Not  often  was  it  that  Hector 
M'Cluskie  spoke,  and,  when  he  did,  even 
the  most  reckless  Brains  of  Power  paid 
uncommon  attention. 

"  Magniferox,"  he  said,  "  we  are  vurra 
gratefu'.  A'm  wearin'  awa  noo  and  ma  een 
ar'na  whit  they  yince  were.  Tell  me,  is 
thur  ony  name  on  the  broo  o'  yon  figur  ?  " 

"  No." 

M'Cluskie  resumed  his  seat.  Magni- 
ferox lifted  his  hand. 

"  Gentlemen,"    he     said     in     a     voice 
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charged  with  an  agitation  which  even  he, 
the  calm,  the  Periclean,  the  omnipotent, 
could  not  wholly  suppress,  "  though  1 
have  told  you  much  I  have  not 
told  you  all.  Not  long  ago  I  became 
acquainted  with  a  young  man  of  extra- 
ordinary mechanical  genius.  Under  my 
patronage  he  succeeded  in  constructing 
appliances  of  an  altogether  unprecedented 
nature.  There  came  a  day  when  he 
brought  to  my  notice  an  invention  of  his, 
the  which,  he  asserted,  could  gather  off 
any  four  walls  whatever  words  might 
have  been  uttered  within  them  from  the 
day  or  night  of  their  first  occupation  until 
now.  Ever  attentive  to  the  needs  of  the 
Proletariat,  I  was  immediately  struck  by 
the  use  I  could  find  for  such  a  con- 
trivance in  my  factories.  Even  the  best 
of  overseers  cannot  be  everywhere  present 
simultaneously,  and,  further,  I  have  more 
than  once  regretfully  observed  tha».  the 
Proletariat  is  unaccountably  shy  of  ex- 
pressing its  most  dire  and  intimate  needs 
to  any  of  my  managers  or  even  to  myself. 
With  this  fact  in  mind,  I  caused  my 
young  friend  secretly  to  affix  his  apparatus 
to  the  inner  wall  of  my  oldest  factory — a 
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building  in  the  Early  Industrial  Style, 
probably  dating  from  the  middle  of  the 
Nineteenth  Century  and  which,  as  perhaps 
some  of  you  are  aware,  I  not  long  ago 
acquired  and  have  had  refitted  according 
to  the  latest  recommendations  of  Ameli- 
orative Science  because,  as  one  of  the 
foremost  Ameliorists,  I  regard  Historical 
Association  as  not  without  considerable 
influence  upon  the  spirit  of  the  Prole- 
tariat— forasmuch  as  Age,  especially  Age 
associated  with  the  continuity  of  man's 
toil,  breathes  so  profoundly  calming  a 
spell  !  Thus  it  came  about  that,  one  mid- 
night three  months  ago,  my  young  friend 
and  I  took  station  by  the  apparatus — the 
factory  being  at  that  hour  totally  deserted, 
since  the  Yearly  Compulsory  Night  Picnic 
Party  was  in  process  of  enjoyment  by  the 
workmen.  '  Great  good,'  a  poet  has 
remarked,  '  is  best  accomplished  by 
stealth.'  Because  we  did  not  wish  to 
attract  even  the  attention  of  the  night- 
watchman  upon  his  rounds  we  did  not 
switch  on  any  of  the  arcs,  and  the  moon- 
beams, falling  through  the  lofty  skylights, 
gave  to  the  Hall  of  the  Machines  the 
appearance  of  a  gigantic  tank  peopled  by 
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files  of  immense  glittering  crabs,  and  in  the 
deeper  shadows,  where  the  motors  rested, 
by  the  sinister  bulk  and  twisted  tentacles 
of  octopi.     My  young  friend  is — alas !   I 
should  say,  was — extraordinarily  ingenious. 
One    of    the    neatest    refinements    of   his 
machine  was   the  Tell-Tale  :    an   equip- 
ment by  which  the  mechanism  registered 
the  desire  that  had  been  most  often  and 
most   intensely  voiced  within   any  given 
walls  since  the  day  of  their  completion. 
I    bade   him    set    the   Tell-Tale    back   so 
that  it  might  register  from  the  first  hour 
of  those  walls'  occupation  forward  until 
now.     My  intention  was  simple  :  I  wished 
to  know  whether  or  in  what  degree  desires 
formerly  insistent  had  been  allayed  by  the 
beneficent  process  of  AmeHoration.     The 
instrument  had  within  it  a  diaphragm,  to 
which  was   attached    an   expansible   horn 
of  the  frailest  structure  but  of  immense 
size   and   resonance.     We   extended   that 
horn  till  it  gaped  at  us  like  the  open  jaws 
of  a  titan.     Then  we  took  station  in  the 
shadow   of   the   steel   polypi,  which   sup- 
ported the  roof,  thus  placing  ourselves  be- 
tween the  bell  of  that  gigantic  mouth  and 
those  moon-dappled  monsters  of  the  deep. 
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Night's  most  ambiguous  interregnum 
overhung  us — those  darkest,  hushedest 
minutes  that  precede  the  finger's-breadth 
of  dawn,  the  apex  when  all  is  totally  still, 
and  Destiny,  towering  above  the  clouds, 
seems  to  sit  with  inexorable  hand  frac- 
tionally poised  upon  her  wheel  while 
man  regards  his  unpremeditative  heart 
with  amazement,  terror  and  disillusion. 
At  a  sign  from  me  my  friend  pressed  the 
button,  and  the  machine  proceeded,  if  I 
may  so  term  its  activity,  backward  into 
time  to  gather  up  the  utterance  of  beings 
long  dead  and  the  most  clandestine  voices 
of  the  living." 

Mr.  Magniferox  passed  a  silk  hand- 
kerchief across  his  brow,  whereon  a  fine 
sweat  had  gathered. 

"  At  first  such  complete  silence 
reigned  that  we  gazed  awkwardly  at 
each  other  and  at  those  hundreds  of 
dumb  witnesses,  in  which  the  creative 
invention  of  man  had  surpassed  the 
most  crafty  and  powerful  imaginings   of 


nature.  ,   .  ." 


Mr.  Magniferox  poured   himself  out  a 
glass  of  water.     The  cessation  of  the  tiny 
tinkle  of  the  ice  against  the  glass's  brim 
13 
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seemed  to  emphasize  the  solitude  of  his 
voice  as  he  continued  : 

"  Awhile,  then,  I  say,  we  stood  in 
silence  till,  without  being  able  to  say- 
quite  when,  at  last  both,  I  cannot  say 
'  heard,'  but  became  simultaneously 
aware  of  some  ghostly  motion  within  the 
throat  of  the  instrument.  A  queer  and 
recondite  whispering  it  was  :  the  merest 
tantalization  of  a  sound,  and  confused  at 
that,  resembling  somewhat  the  minute 
reluctant  crepitance  of  a  thousand  un- 
connected breaking  bubbles,  and  yet  not 
wholly  enigmatical,  rather  as  if  hardly 
cognizant  within  itself  of  that  purport  we 
endeavoured  to  elucidate  by  the  shaping 
and  unshaping  of  our  lips,  who,  with 
eyes  fixed  upon  the  mouth  of  the  sibyl, 
sought  to  frame  what  no  animate  lips 
repeated.  In  vain  !  The  voice  of  the 
machine  does  not,  can  never  wholly,  sup- 
plant the  voice  of  man.  In  the  gullet  of 
that  trumpet  the  whispering  rose  to  a 
hoarse  murmur.  A  deeper  note  now  in- 
formed it.  Angrily  it  rose,  like  the  swarm- 
ing hum  of  a  multitude  of  brazen  bees. 
Turbulence  shook  it.  It  duplicated  and 
reduplicated  itself  till  it   became   as   the 
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reverberance  of  shingle  rolled  and  rerolled 
by  ever  quicker,  deeper  and  more  ve- 
hement billows,  flinging  and  mounting 
and  spreading  and  flinging  and  mounting 
and  spreading,  in  ever  louder  hubbub  and 
steeper  blows,  more  sudden  profusion 
upon  a  tempestuous  shore.  Confusion 
began  in  my  head.  Above  me  the  sky- 
lights rattled  and  behind  me  the  machines 
commenced  a  metallic  palpitation.  I 
shouted  to  my  companion  ;  but  he  could 
not  hear.  I  waved  my  hand  ;  but  he 
could  not  see.  For  the  sound,  resembling 
now  surges  of  light  and  darkness,  dizzied 
the  sight.  And  still  the  volume  of  uproar 
grew.  I  staggered  toward  the  machine 
but  could  not  reach  it,  for  so  immense  had 
become  the  resonance  that  I  felt  as  if  I 
were  wading  against  a  gale.  I  clutched 
my  hat  down  over  my  ears  for  fear  the' 
multitudinous  hammers,  redundantly  ring- 
ing in  both  cavities,  would  shatter  their 
anvils,  and  attempted  to  make  for  the  exit. 
I  had  all  but  reached  it,  when,  with  an 
unimaginable  addition  of  force,  that 
weltering  hell  of  sound,  as  it  were, 
gathered  itself  together  and  projected  its 
entire  volume  upon  me  in  the  voice  of  the 
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Proletariat  become  at  last  articulate  : 
'GIVE  US  LIBERTY  OR  GIVE  US 
DEATH  !  '  Once  that  sentence  sounded 
and  I  gathered,  with  a  clarity  that  even 
then  astonished  me,  its  import.  Twice 
again  was,  I  believe,  that  demand  repeated. 
But,  at  the  second  blast,  I  only  saw,  during 
what  seemed  an  interminable  period,  the 
moonlit  glass  in  the  roof  expand  gracefully 
skyward  and  displode  Hke  a  bubble,  felt 
some  fragment  of  tile  whirl  by  me,  was 
hurtled  from  my  feet  by  a  sudden  sidle  of 
the  floor,  and,  at  the  third,  as  the  dia- 
phragm destroyed  itself  in  an  ultimate 
paroxysm,  beheld  the  crab-like  machines 
fly  in  flinders,  the  writhen  octopi,  torn 
as  by  an  immeasurable  vibration,  fall  to 
pieces,  glimpsed  for  a  moment  the  moon's 
glacial  sphere  swerve  across  the  deserted 
heavens  ere  something  gyrated  downward 
toward  me,  I  received  a  mallet-like  blow 
upon  the  nape,  and  darkness  and  un- 
fathomable silence  descended  in  one  over- 
whelming concussion." 

Mr.  Magniferox,  sitting  abruptly  down, 
drained  his  ice-water  in  a  series  of  gulps. 
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Forthwith  among  the  Brains  of  Power 
broke  out  a  babble.  The  great  M'Cluskie, 
a  sight  unparalleled  save  within  the  circle 
of  his  private  golf  course,  ponderously 
gesticulated.  Lord  Simeon  Sullivan  was 
uttering  an  inarticulate  gabble,  probably 
Erse,  to  other  dark-eyed,  ringletted  Gaels, 
who,  all  talking  at  once,  paid  him  no 
attention.  Even  the  sallow,  ancient  Dr. 
Ahasuerus  appeared  to  have  awoken  from 
his  cataleptic  indifference  and  might  be 
observed  shooting  his  basilisk  glance  from 
face  to  face. 

At  length,  when  the  hubbub  had 
somewhat  subsided,  Mr.  Magniferox  re- 
sumed in  a  tone  of  disgust — ''  I  have  but 
lately  emerged  from  hospital.  The  in- 
ventor, I  regret  to  say,  fell  a  victim  to  his 
own  ingenuity.  His  corpse,  totally  de- 
nuded of  clothing  as  bodies  are  by  the 
pressure  of  air  about  a  detonation,  was 
discovered,  I  am  informed,  as  if  exposed 
in  a  shameful  posture.  The  works  were 
destroyed,  and  so,  alas !  was  the  machine, 
and  with  it,  the  secret  of  its  construction. 
Curious  to  relate,  another  corpse  beside 
that  of  my  ingenious  acquaintance  came 
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to  light  among  the  wreckage — that  of  a 
young  man,  whom  I  cannot  but  suspect  of 
having  played  the  spy  on  us.  This  body 
was  curiously  mutilated,  the  hands  and 
feet  being  wounded  and  the  forehead  of 
the  really  very  intelligent  and  handsome 
face  torn  and  bleeding.  In  the  rags  of  his 
clothing — he  had  been  stripped  practically 
naked — was  discovered  the  remains  of  such 
a  poster  as  I  have  shown  you,  and  a  frag- 
ment of  paper  on  which  certain  lines  of 
poetry  had  been  traced  in  what  would 
appear  to  be  blood." 

Mr.  Magniferox  produced  a  small  slip 
of  paper,  took  out  his  pince-nez,  adjusted 
them  and  read  : 

"  '  To  defy  Power,  which  seems  omnipotent ; 
To  love  and  bear  ;    to  hope  till  Hope  creates 
Of  its  own  wreck  the  thing  it  contemplates.' 

A  fragment,  gentlemen,  of  which  I  can 
make  nothing — save  that  it  is  obviously 
blasphemous." 

The  frail  voice  of  Dr.  Ahasuerus  was 
heard  : 

"  It  is  from  the  last  chorus  of  Prome- 
theus Unbound^  an  idealistic  drama  by  a 
scholarly  poet  of  the  Early  Nineteenth 
Century     named     Shelley — a    youth     of 
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strange  and  even  beautiful  character, 
but  mistaken,  sadly  mistaken.  "  An  in- 
effectual angel "  a  Nineteenth-Century 
critic  called  him,  and,  it  would  appear,  as 
ineffectual  to  guide  his  fellows  along  safe 
and  rational  paths  now  as  then." 

"  H'm,"  said  Mr.  Magniferox  ;  "  I  have 
not  studied  the  older  poets.  Shelley — 
whose  name  I  faintly  recall  now  you  men- 
tion it — is  out  of  fashion  in  an  age  when, 
I  am  glad  to  say,  the  poets  have  better 
sense  than  to  approach  a  topic  so  inimical 
to  aesthetic  success — I  have  ever  believed 
in  Art  for  Art's  sake — and,  I  may  say,  to 
appreciation  in  the  quarters  that  pay — as 
the  Regeneration  of  Man.  .  .  ." 

Dr.  Ahasuerus  sat  down. 

"  The  accident,"  Magniferox  resumed 
in  a  brisker  tone,  "  was  attributed  by  the 
coroner,  a  trusted  ex-employee  of  mine, 
with  whom  I  yet  maintain  some — ahem 
— occasional  connections,  to  an  explosion 
such  as  might  naturally,  if  regrettably, 
occur  in  a  building  so  old  as  to  be  suitably 
dedicated  on  economic  principles  to  the 
manufacture  of  trinitrotoluene.  The 
jury,  composed  chiefly  of  a  friend's 
employees,  brought  in  a  verdict  of  '  Acci- 
dental Death,'  as  they  opined,  '  precipi- 
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tated  by  an  unlooked-for  explosion  of 
forces,  cause  unknown.'  Passing  from 
this  matter,  gentlemen,  to " 

But  Lord  Simeon  Sullivan's  closest 
friend,  Sir  Alastair  Nahum-Colquhoun, 
had  risen.  "  Parthon  me  a  momenth," 
he  said  in  broad  Scots,  rotating  his  hands 
palm  upwards  after  the  expressive  manner 
of  those  who  live  much  among  master- 
pieces (had  he  not  the  celebrated  "  Spoil- 
itig  of  the  Egyptians  "  at  Colquhoun  Castle 
in  Sutherlandshire  ?)  "  what  dateth  did 
thith  unforthunate  accthidenth  occur  ?  " 

"  The  eve  of  the  first  of  May  last." 

"  Ah,   that  ith  very  intheresting,  very 

intheresting   indeedth "     Sir  Alastair 

hesitated,  his  native  burr  almost  mastering 
him  in  his  excitement.  "  I  do  not 
knowth,"  he  continued,  "  budt  that 
nighth " 

Several  gentlemen  sprang  to  their  feet. 
A  whisper  ran  round  the  convention. 

M'Cluskie  rose. 

"  Magniferox,"  he  said,  "ye  ken  A'm  no 
a  supersteetious  man,  but  A  wull  admit 
that  a  coincidence  A  hae  but  this  meenut 
jist  discovered  is  vurra  remarkable,  vurra 
remarkable  indeed.  My  next  door  neebor, 
an  unco  sober  man,  has  confessed  tae  me 
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that  he  was  haunted  by  the  vurra  same 
bogle  as  masel  the  nicht." 

The  gentleman  mentioned  thereon 
stood  up  and  informed  the  company  that 
on  the  night  between  the  thirtieth  of 
April  and  the  first  of  May  he  had  suffered 
from  a  singular  nightmare.  He  dreamed 
that  he  was  sitting  on  a  tower  which  stood 
on  a  hill — "  of  a  height  about  the  same," 
he  said,  "  as  this  on  which  the  palace  of 
Mr.  Magniferox  stands " — when,  sud- 
denly, for  no  explicable  reason — he  was 
taking  tea  at  the  time — he  was  prompted 
to  glance  at  the  horizon,  where  he  beheld, 
like  a  dried-up  snakeskin,  a  sea  that  he  had 
never  noticed  before.  As  he  watched  it, 
he  observed  that  it  was  advancing — 
advancing  at  an  incredible  rate — "  eating 
up  hills  and  valleys  like  a  caterpillar  heap- 
ing itself  over  a  leaf,"  and  at  the  same  time 
became  conscious  of  an  extraordinary 
murmur  growing  in  his  ears.  While  he 
was  yet  debating  with  himself  whether 
there  was  any  connection  between  the 
two  phenomena,  he  perceived  patches  of 
scarlet  among  the  mass  and  heard  himself 
saying,  with  unconvincing  distinctness, 
"  bits  of  seaweed — ^just  bits  of  weed  : 
flotsam  and  jetsam,  flotsam  and  jetsam." 
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He  had  hardly  settled  this  to  his  own  satis- 
faction, when  it  was  borne  in  upon  him 
that  he  had  been  mistaken — those  patches 
were  scarlet  banners  and  the  sea  was  not 
sea  but  an  immeasurable  multitude  of 
human  beings  stretching  away  in  a  drab 
and  billowing  wilderness  to  the  entire 
circumference  of  the  horizon.  He  had 
tried  to  shout,  to  warn  his  wife  and  daugh- 
ter in  the  tower  below  .  .  .  but  could 
find  no  words  to  express  what  he  saw. 
While  he  was  still  struggling  with  his 
tongue,  the  sea  surged  up  the  last  crest 
and  seemed  to  hang  for  a  moment  looking 
down  into  the  valley  separating  it  from 
the  tower,  which  now  began  to  oscillate 
in  an  extraordinary  manner.  Panicked, 
he  rushed  about  the  tower-top,  vainly- 
searching  the  floor  for  the  shaft-head  of 
the  stairs.  But  it  appeared  to  have  been 
sealed  over  or  never  to  have  existed.  The 
next  moment  the  mass  had  stooped  down 
the  slope.  He  saw  it  slide  tumultuously 
but  "  perfectly  smoothly,  exactly  like  a 
huge  breaker,"  noticed  how  suddenly  the 
crest  foamed  with  blood  and  banners,  and, 
bracing  himself  against  the  farther  parapet, 
felt  the  base  of  the  tower  reverberate  to  a 
profound  concussion.     Then  the  seaward 
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battlements  swayed  inward  and  to  his 
overwhelming  horror  (in  which  there  was 
some  savour  of  not  unexpected  recogni- 
tion he  could  not  explain)  beheld  rise  and 
tower,  with  tremulous  crest  curved  right 
over  him  as  if  about  to  collapse  inward, 
an  immense  wall  of  human  faces — thou- 
sands of  faces,  myriads  of  faces — had,  he 
knew  not  how,  time  to  distinguish  the 
features  of  each  face  of  all  those  faces, 
read  its  eyes  and  comprehend  the  revolted 
soul  and  the  panorama  of  frustrate  life 
that  unrolled  behind  each  pair  of  pupils, 
before  all  those  mouths  opened  like  the 
unimaginable  mouths  of  some  multiple 
cobra  in  a  Hindoo  temple,  ere  vdth  a  roar 
that  seemed  to  ring  to  the  utmost  boun- 
daries of  the  earth  and  one  in  which  he 
somehow  quite  clearly  distinguished  the 
words,  "  GIVE  US  LIBERTY  OR  GIVE 
US  DEATH,"  the  wave  caved  inward,  he 
broke  into  a  frightful  sweat  and  awoke, 
convulsed,  amid  the  wreckage  of  the  bed- 
clothes from  which  he  had  slid. 

This  narrative  produced  an  uncommon 
sensation,  followed  by  stupefaction,  when  it 
became  apparent  that  not  the  speaker  only 
but  all  the  other  Brains  of  Power,  with  the 
exception    of    Mr.    Magniferox    and    Dr. 
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Ahasuerus,  had  experienced  some  similar 
species  of  nightmare.  For,  however  the 
accounts  mJght  differ,  every  nightmare 
seemed  to  have  possessed  three  factors 
common  to  all  :  the  spectacle  of  an  un- 
imaginable wilderness  of  human  faces,  a 
persuasion  of  utter  helplessness  in  the  face 
of  calamity,  culminating  in  collapse  before 
the  vehemence  of  that  ever-present  col- 
ossal cry  hurling  itself  upon  the  hag- 
ridden from  the  uttermost  quarters  of  the 
earth  :  "  GIVE  US  LIBERTY  OR  GIVE 
US  DEATH." 


Dr.  Ahasuerus  broke  the  silence  of 
dumbfoundedness,  remarking  dryly, 
"  Gentlemen,  you  are  shaken,  but  re- 
member the  order  of  the  day  issued  by 
Napoleon  on  the  occasion  of  a  grenadier's 
suicide  for  love  :  '  The  good  soldier  zuill 
endure  the  perturbations  of  the  soul  with  the 
same  stern  indifference  as  he  sustains  the 
galling  fire  of  the  enemy. ^  What  is  of 
importance  is  not  your  sensations.  The 
sovereign  question  is — Has  the  Proletariat 
heard  the  Voice  of  the  Dead  ?  " 

Mr.  Magniferox,  who  had  been  search- 
ing his  pockets,  rose. 
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"  Gentlemen,"  he  cried,  "  that  last 
question  reminds  me  of  an  incident  I  had 
overlooked.  Yesterday  one  of  my  agents 
slipped  into  my  hand  the  remnants  of 
a  publication — again  secretly  printed — 
which  until  this  moment  I  had  regarded 
as  the  merest  nonsense.  Unfortunately 
the  fragmentary  sheets,  which  I  hold  in  my 
hand,  provide  me  with  only  four  slightly 
disconnected  verses  of  what,  as  I  see  it  now, 
must  have  formed  one  of  these  doggerel 
ballads  in  which  the  Proletariat — despite 
the  Ameliorative  process  of  education — 
still  sees  fit  to  take  an  unaccountable  and, 
I  may  add,  illicit  pleasure.  Let  me  read 
it  you  : 

'  Jim  Smith's  body  lies  a-mottldering  under  sod ; 
The  crowners  verdik,  who  are  we  to  call  it  odd  f 

Though  the  Voice  of  the  People  is  the  Voice  of  a 

Never  you  mind  f 
Glory,  glory,  allelujah  ! 
Glory,  glory,  allelujah  ! 
Glory,  glory,  allelujah  ! 
The  Voice  in  the  Night  sang  Jimmy  s  song  ! ' 

Here     some     sheets     are     lacking.       It 
continues  : 

'Jimmy  was  a  bricklayer,  shoulderin'  an  'od, 
Jim  says,  "  The  New  Jerusalem  will  need  its  building  squad 

Till  the  Home  of  the  People  can  be  called  the  House  of " 

All  change  ! 
Glory,  glory^  etc. 
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'Jimmy's  Smithes  weak  body  quailed  beneath  the  rod. 
But  yimmy  bad  a  soul  that  never  knew  to  nod, 

Singing,  "  The  Voice  of  the  People  is  the  Voice  of  a " 

Say  it  with  flowers  ! 
Glory,  glory,  etc' 

Again  there  is  a  hiatus.     The  last  scrap 
runs  : 

'  Because  he  knew  no  belter,  pore  Jim,  the  silly  clod, 
Than  to  sing  at  his  work  they  chucked  him  into  quod. 
Says  Jitnmy,  soty  vocby,  "  //  is  still  the  Voice  of- 


No  friend  of  yours  by — God  !  " 
Glory,  glory,  etc' 

You  may  inquire  why  I  trouble  you  with 
this  wretched  rigmarole.  For  a  good 
reason — the  second  body  was  the  body  of  a 
youth  who  had  once  been  placed  under 
detention  for  singing  other  than  the  folk- 
songs I  encourage  in  my  factories.  And 
his  name  was  John — alias  '  Jimmy  ' — 
Smith." 

"  When  the  popular  song  begins,"  re- 
marked Dr.  Ahasuerus  reflectively,  "  the 
situation  is  serious." 

A  close  observer  might  have  marked  the 
aspect  of  the  aged  financier  undergo  a 
subtle  transformation  in  uttering  these 
laconic  words.  It  was  as  if  a  sudden 
accumulation  of  years  gathered  upon  him  : 
the  horse-face  became  more  gaunt,  the 
complexion  more  waxen,  the  skin  tightly 
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stretched  upon  the  cheek-bones  more 
translucent  than  ever,  while  the  minute 
sparks  in  the  black  pupils  of  the  eyes 
veiled  themselves  behind  a  blue  vapourish 
film  that  resembled  the  atmosphere  con- 
gealed about  a  long  extinct  star. 

The  low  and  cricket-like  voice  that 
added,  "  It  was  so  in  the  French  Revolu- 
tion, it  was  so  under  Alva  in  the  Nether- 
lands, and  before  that  and  before  that 
again,"  seemed  to  proceed  from  "  the 
dark  backward  and  abysm  of  time  ■ '  rather 
than  from  any  human  throat. 

But  the  Brains  of  Power  paid  such 
murmurings  no  attention.  Few,  save  the 
eldest,  ever  gave  more  than  a  negligent 
heed  to  Dr.  Ahasuerus,  and  even  these, 
did  they  happen  to  have  taken  the  fancy 
to  consult  him,  were  often  hard  put  to 
find  him,  who  appeared  to  be  at  home  in 
all  cities  of  all  countries  and  to  possess  a 
home  in  none.  "  Here  to-day  and  gone 
to-morrow "  was  the  indifferent  answer 
given  to  inquirers  by  those  few  and  select 
persons  with  whom  he  did  business.  The 
Bourse  of  Paris,  Rome,  Berlin,  Moscow 
each  accepted  him  in  turn  ;  the  following 
week  he  was  glimpsed  in  the  canyon  of 
Wall  Street  or  on  the  steps  of  the  great 
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Exchange  in  San  Francisco ;  to  vanish 
completely,  save  in  the  casual  mention  of 
some  Throgmorton  Street  financier  whose 
agent  had  seen  him  board  the  great  ice- 
breaking  ferry  on  Lake  Baikal,  enter  the 
club  in  Johannesburg  or  leave  the  Ritz  in 
Buenos  Ayres,  until  such  a  time  as  Throg- 
morton Street  veritably  beheld  him  for 
twenty-four  unhurrying  but  unresting 
hours  of  traffic  ere  again  he  melted  toward 
a  destination  unknown.  Nor  did  these 
brief  epiphanies  serve  to  focus  any  real 
curiosity  upon  his  familiar  unfamiliarity. 
The  stranger  in  the  Plaza  Hotel  in  New 
York  would  be  answered  :  "  Him  over  there 
in  the  frock-coat  and  caftan  ?  the  little  old 
guy  with  the  thin  shoulders  and  long 
head  ? — oh,  that's  Dr.  Ahasuerus,  the 
famous  financier."  Famous  financier  ! 
What  did  he  finance  }  No  one  seemed  to 
know  precisely  or,  if  he  knew,  said  nothing. 
The  "  famous  Dr.  Ahasuerus  "  then,  but, 
if  famous,  evidently  also  discreet,  and, 
being  so  excessively  discreet,  for  all  his 
fame  and  journeyings  not,  it  must  reluc- 
tantly be  confessed,  as  romantic  as  he 
ought  to  be.  An  interrogation  mark  that 
remains,  year  in,  year  out,  merely  a  sleek 
blacki  nterrogation  mark,  ends  by  ceasing 
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to  hold  the  eye.     And  yet,  if  the  eye  was 
not  held,  it  could  never  somehow  escape 
being  fractionally  caught  just  for — well, 
just    for    the    instant    during    which    the 
"  famous  financier  "  rose  from  his  chair 
propelled    by    an    inner    monition    upon 
courses  unknown  or  during  the  spellbound 
moments  of  silence  shared  in  the  descend- 
ing lift.     Could  he  be  made  to  stand  and 
deliver,    not    so    much    because    of    that 
secret's  intrinsic  import  as  because  of  the 
little    irritation    of    its    recurrence,    the 
"  how  "  and  the  "  why  "  of  his  being  ? 
A  doubtful  project  ! — promising  less  the 
smart  of  a  rebuff  than  the  possibly  con- 
tinually -  growing     persuasion     that     the 
apparently     solid     answer     handed     back 
would  prove  anything  but  of  the  weight 
and    opacity   taken   for   granted,    no   less 
evanescent,   in   fact,   than   the   person   of 
its   author.     Sunk,   so  it   seemed,   in   the 
eternal     contemplation     of     some     inner 
problem   beyond   reach   of   the   sun.   Dr. 
Ahasuerus  did  not  invite  confidences  and 
but  seldom  received  them.     On  the  only 
occasion   when   one    adventurous    out    of 
many  less  and  less  pertinacious  reporters 
had  tackled  him  and  proved  so  indomit- 
ably adhesive  as  not  to  be  shaken  off  by 
14 
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even  the  chilliest  of  whispered  formal 
phrases,  Dr.  Ahasuerus,  goaded  beyond 
endurance  by  some  query  as  to  his  ultimate 
goal,  replied  in  an  emphatic  and  subduedly 
bitter  tone  as  if  terminating  an  un- 
profitable controversy,  "  Beyond  the  reach 
of  hope,  young  man."  And  with  that 
enigmatic  and  cynical  avowal  the  hardy 
youngster  had  fain  to  be  content. 
Magniferox  was  on  his  feet. 


5 

"  Gentlemen,"  Mr.  Magniferox  cried 
in  a  voice  of  thunder,  "  cease  your  dis- 
putations. This  is  not  the  hour  to  talk, 
but  to  act.  Do  not  think  I  have  gathered 
you  here  merely  to  impress  upon  you  the 
seriousness  of  the  situation.  When  a 
house  is  burning  we  do  not  loiter  about 
the  precincts  to  discuss  the  height  of  the 
flames.  We  get  to  work.  I  have  concrete 
proposals,  gentlemen,  to  set  before  you. 
I  have  said  to  you  that  man  does  not  live 
by  bread  alone.  I  am  not  a  materialist. 
No  man  can  afford  to  be  a  materialist  these 
days.  I  believe  and  you  believe,  gentle- 
men, in  the  eternal  and  omnipotent 
sovereignty    of    Idea.     Idea    it    is    which 
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rules  the  world.  Before  the  Cosmos  was, 
Idea  was,  and  before  the  bank-note  the 
idea  of  the  bank-note.  What,  indeed,  is  a 
bank-note  but  an  idea — the  visible  symbol 
of  so  much  accumulated  force  ready  to  be 
applied  and  to  multiply  itself  wherever 
those  who  handle  it  in  harmony  with  the 
governance  of  Natural  Law  see  lit  ? 
Idea  is  natural  to  ourselves.  Let  us  not 
blindly,  selfishly  and,  I  may  say,  ignorantly 
deny  it  to  the  Proletariat.  Our  business 
is  not  to  see  that  the  Proletariat  has  no 
Idea  but  that  that  Idea  is  the  right  Idea, 
and  by  a  Right  Idea  I  mean  a  fit  Idea — that 
is,  an  idea  in  consonance  with  the  Law  of 
Nature  which  has  placed  us,  the  fittest 
to  survive,  where  we  are  and  which,  if  it 
is,  the  Right  Idea,  will  guarantee  our  con- 
tinuance in  this  position.  How  vain,  how 
shallow  his  thought,  who  suggests  that  an 
idea  can  be  shut  in  a  gaol,  ground  to 
powder  in  a  factory,  shot  to  pieces  by  a 
machine  gun  !  To  the  purity  and  splen- 
dour of  an  idea  nought  can  be  opposed 
but  an  idea  more  pure  and  more  splendid. 
Gentlemen,  I  am  about  to  propose  to  you 
the  most  revolutionary  of  measures.  To- 
day we  have  recoiled  in  horror  before  the 
spectacle  of  a  hideous  sin,  defiantly  perpe- 
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trated  under  our  very  eyes.  The  name 
of  that  sin,  gentlemen,  is — blasphemy. 
Blasphemy  .   .  .  !  " 

Mr.  Magniferox  paused.  His  voice 
became  faintly  tinct  with  the  burthen  of 
tears. 

"  Gentlemen,  I  do  not  wish  to  harrow 
you,  but  pass  with  me  a  moment  through 
the  portals  of  the  past.  Recall  that  hal- 
lowed chamber,  the  period  when  you 
lisped  your  childish  prayers  against  your 
mother's  knee ;  recall  how  she  impressed 
the  idea  of  What  is  sacred  upon  you,  how 
she  bade  you  never  to  laugh,  even  in 
thought^  at  holy  things  and  what  was  good, 
repeating  to  you  the  verse  of  the  unfor- 
tunate Hebrew,  Jesus  Christ,  '  All  manner 
of  sin  shall  be  forgiven  unto  men,  but 
blasphemy  shall  not  be  forgiven.'  Ah, 
gentlemen,  you  have  not  forgotten,  I  have 
not  forgotten  that  touching  lesson,  and 
because  I  so  well  remember  it  I  make  the 
proposals  I  do.  Man  does  not  live  by 
bread  alone.  No,  gentlemen,  not  by 
bread,  not  even  by  all  those  standard 
material  comforts  we  have  bestowed  on 
men,  not  even  by  the  advantages  accruing 
to  the  Proletariat  through  the  influence  of 
the   holy   spirit    of   Amelioration.     What 
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does    man    need,    what    has    man    always 
needed,  what  do  even  we  need  ?     I,  we, 
all  of  us,  but  most  of  all  the  Proletariat, 
which  has  committed  such  sin  as  we  have 
shuddered   to   contemplate   to-day,   need 
that   which   saves.     What   is   that   which 
saves,  gentlemen  ?     That  which  saves  is 
—RELIGION!      Yes,     religion,     sweet 
religion,     gentlemen.       Do     you     start  ? 
Does    that    word    sound    old-fashioned  ? 
Has  it  something  in  its  composition  which 
makes   you   feel   uneasy  ?     Start   not  :     I 
do  not  propose  a  formal  revival  of  any  of 
those  effete  systems  of  superstition  which 
have  caused  and  still,  alas !  cause  the  world 
so  much  needless  suffering,  and  which  in 
the   remote   past  have   occasioned  fratri- 
cidal bloodshed.     Thanks  to  science,  those 
creeds  are  definitely  outworn,  and,  while 
we   occupy   the   position   we   do,   cannot 
become  again  an  occasion  for  error.     No, 
gentlemen,   I   propose   nothing  less   than 
the  revival  of  that  religion  whose  sacred 
name  we  have  to-day  seen  taken  in  vain  : 
the  religion  of  Natural  Law.     I  propose 
that  we  should  encourage  anew  the  wor- 
ship of  those  august  ordinances  we  behold 
at  work  in  the  Struggle- to- Survive.     '  In 
the  beginning  was  the  Word,'  say  the  old 
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Scriptures  (speaking  more  wisely  than 
their  apocryphal  author  knew).  Gentle- 
men, what  word  was  that  ?  That  word 
was  '  Evolution,'  and  under  its  work- 
ings, no  longer  mysterious  as  the  ways 
of  the  God  our  ancestors  not  so  very 
remotely  worshipped,  we  have  become 
the  living  embodiment  of  the  wisdom 
contained  in  its  decrees,  who  are  the 
Vice-regents  of  Evolution  upon  earth 
and  who  in  the  Struggle-to-Survive  repre- 
sent the  Last  Word  of  What  was  the 
First. 

"  But  you  may  say  I  am  not  distin- 
guishing between  the  name  for  the 
process  and  the  process  itself.  Gentle- 
men, I  ask  you  solemnly,  search  your 
hearts  (where  if  anywhere  truth  will  be 
found),  consult  the  Hidden  Monitor, 
interview  the  Dweller  in  the  Inmost, 
cross-examine  the  Still  Small  Voice  :  does 
such  a  sublime  Dichotomy  exiat  ?  Can 
such  a  distinction  be  drawn  ?  I  think  you 
will  admit,  I  am  positive,  knowing  as  I  do 
the  spirit  that  rules  you  and  his  complexion, 
that  no  such  distinction  is  admissible.  If 
Evolution  did  not  evolve  from  Evolution, 
from  what  did  it  evolve  ?  An  insoluble 
riddle  ! — to  which   Faith   alone   can  give 
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the  answer.  For  if  the  word  Evolution 
is  not  the  process  itself,  what  is  it  ? 
Vapour,  air,  gentlemen ;  words,  non- 
sense. Enough  for  us,  who  are  mere  men 
of  the  world,  and  make  no  pretence  to 
juggling  with  theological  abstractions, 
enough  for  us,  then,  that  Evolution  is, 
that  we  are  its  highest  representatives,  and 
that  Evolution  is  consequently  therefore 
to  be  worshipped.  Mankind — as  has  to- 
day been  only  too  clearly  indicated — man- 
kind, gentlemen,  wander  even  as  sheep 
having  no  shepherd.  It  is  for  us  to 
shepherd  these  unruly  sheep  into  the  glad 
realms  of  the  spirit  as  we  have  shepherded 
them  into  the  peaceful  haven  of  the  fac- 
tory. That  is  an  ambitious  undertaking 
and  perhaps,  to  some  minds  unaccustomed 
to  the  full  import  of  the  blessed  word 
Amelioration,  a  presumptuous  one,  in 
that,  according  to  such  persons,  with  the 
business  of  the  possible  workings  of  the 
Soul  of  the  Proletariat  we  have  nothing 
whatever  to  do,  who  are  only  concerned 
with  all  the  possible  work  of  its  body. 
But,  gentlemen,  I  am  not  seeking  that  we 
should  abrogate  to  ourselves  a  dignity 
which  is  not  ours.  I  only  sue,  I  only  beg, 
I  only  beseech  '  with  tears  of  recognition 
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never  dry  '  (as  the  poet  says),  that  human- 
ity be  not  permitted  longer  to  tread  the 
darlv  maze  of  error.  It  is  our  humiHty 
that  bids  us  address  ourselves  to  this  great 
task.  '  Whoever  is  greatest  among  you 
let  him  be  your  servant.'  For  it  is  high 
time  that  something  be  done.  If  Evolu- 
tion will  not  help  itself,  let  us  help  It. 
It  is  time,  and  rather  more  than  time,  that 
the  Ineffable  Mystery  of  the  Necessity  of 
the  Struggle-to-Survive  as  the  Prime- 
Mover  under  Evolution  assumed  once 
more  its  infallible  prerogative  as  the 
Primary  Article  of  the  Religion  of  Law. 
Here,  accordingly,  beneath  the  all-seeing 
eye,  under  the  all-wise  benevolence  of  the 
Spirit  of  Evolution,  let  us  commence  a 
campaign  to  re-establish  faith  in  God  (and 
incidentally  in  ourselves  His  instruments) 
among  all  non-Asiatic  peoples,  that,  be- 
wailing their  past  turpitude,  they  may 
return  to  the  fold  and  with  clean  hearts 
and  minds  purged  from  dubiety  renew  the 
worship  of  the  veritable  God,  of  the 
clemency  of  whose  more  or  less  immutable 
Laws  we  are  the  co-substantial  and  co- 
supreme  manifestations,  out  of  the  im- 
maculate mouth  of  whose  dumb  oracle, 
made  voluble  by  the  mightiest  of  modern 
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minds,  proceed  the  unspeakable  benefits 
of  Fire  and  Sword,  with  whom  there  are 
only  variations  but  no  variableness  neither 
shadow  of  turning,  and  whose  true  Name 
— if  I  fall  not  into  theological  error — is 
Evolution-by-Struggle,  or  in  the  beautiful 
phraseology  of  the  Old  Greek  :  '  Beelze- 
boulos  ho  Basileus  Daimonion  !  '  " 


The  impatient  applause  which  had 
punctuated  this  address  found  adequate 
vent  at  the  close  of  the  peroration  in  an 
immense  cheer.  For  more  minutes  even 
than  had  signalled  the  epiphany  of  "  La 
Belle  Kiki,"  the  Second  Helen,  when  she 
had  appeared  naked  in  the  interests  of 
classic  art  upon  a  disappearing  table  amid 
that  hall,  the  acclaim  continued.  When  at 
last  it  dissolved,  Magniferox  was  observed 
to  be  again  upon  his  feet. 

"  Gentlemen,"  he  said  simply,  "  1 
thank  you,  not  so  much  for  whatever  of 
that  applause  I  may  justly  take  to  myself, 
as  for  the  overwhelming  evidence  you  have 
afforded  me  of  my  faith  that  amongst  us 
there  are  no  backsliders,  that  every  man 
of  us   has   in  him   something   of  Words- 
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worth's  *  Happy  Warrior,'  who,  you 
remember 

'  doomed  to  go  in  company  with  Pain, 
And   Fear  and  Bloodshed,  miserable  twain, 
Turns  the  necessity  to  glorious  gain.' 

But  you  may,  you  will,  I  hope,  say,  being 
the  practical  men  you  are,  '  All  this  is  very 
well,  Mr.  Magniferox,  but  idealism  is  not 
enough  :  what  is  faith  without  works  ?  ' 
Gentlemen,  you  would  be  perfectly  justi- 
fied in  such  an  observation.  But  I  am 
ready  for  you.  Like  the  celebrated  John 
the  Baptist  (in  the  old  Christian  myth) 
I  am  but  come  to  you  to  announce  tidings, 
to  indicate  the  way.  It  seems  that  I  have 
succeeded  in  arousing  your  enthusiasm. 
Very  well.  There  are  limits  to  the 
capacity  of  all  of  us,  and  I  have  reached 
mine.  We  are  not  all  equally  gifted.  It 
has  been  granted  me  but  to  outline  to 
you  our  general  aim  and  the  spirit  which 
should  animate  our  enterprise.  Mark 
this,  however — when  the  great  organizer 
of  business  in  a  Business  World  has  dis- 
covered to  himself  his  Aim — an  aim  not 
always  so  easy  to  discover  as  some  think — 
he  proceeds  from  the  Aim  to  the  Method. 
He  calls  in  experts  to  aid  him  in  forming  a 
Plan  of  Campaign.     I  say  a  Plan  of  Cam- 
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paign  because  in  a  world  of  Struggle-to- 
Survive  the  soldier  spirit  cannot  be  suf- 
fered ignominiously  to  perish,  from  which 
circumstance  arises  the  noble  habit  of 
conferring  the  title  Captain  of  Industry  on 
those  who  have  most  profitably  practised 
the  exacting  arts  of  peace.  Gentlemen, 
we  are  fortunate  to-day  in  finding  amongst 
us  such  an  expert,  such  a  Captain  in 
the  capitalization  of  the  Religious  Idea. 
Famous  throughout  the  world  as  the 
greatest  living  authority  on  Herd 
Psychology,  he  has,  in  the  interests  of 
mankind,  condescended  to  relinquish  his 
prodigious  labours  on  the  Theoretic  Side 
in  the  University  I  endowed,  and  now,  at 
a  hint  from  me,  stands  ready  to  hurl 
himself  into  the  task  of  applying  his  know- 
ledge of  Herd  Psychology  to  the  cause  we 
have  so  much  at  heart.  From  an  early 
age  Science,  a  stranger  to  pity,  has 
absorbed  his  attention  even  to  the  ex- 
clusion of  things  humane,  despite  the 
fact  that  the  section  of  the  visible  world 
on  which  he  has  expended  his  peculiar 
gifts  has  been  the  world  of  Man.  That 
he  has  not  seen  this  world  under  those 
vulgar  aspects  of  every  day  known  to  you 
and  me,  aspects  in  which  John  Smith  and 
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Sarah  Smith  appear  as  a  mere  couple  of 
human  beings,  goes  without  saying.  In- 
deed it  would  be  an  impertinence  to  sug- 
gest such  aspects  to  a  surveillance  which, 
in  a  properly  endowed  University,  can 
well  afford  to  disregard  matters  of  mere 
common  knowledge  and  concentrate  all  its 
faculties  upon  the  pursuit  of  those  truths 
for  the  elucidation  of  which  that  Univer- 
sity was  founded.  To  our  Professor's 
powerful  and  discriminating  eye  reality  is 
something  very  different  from  that  which 
it  would  appear  to  the  rest  of  humanity. 
For  him  reality  is  but  the  mirror  to  Vision. 
Able  to  discern  therein  whatsoever  he 
pleases,  that  which  pleases  him  he  discerns 
without  difficulty,  and  his  description 
thereof  has  for  us  all  the  singular  fascina- 
tion proper  to  the  darker  sort  of  dream. 
With  him  old  words  and  symbols  lose 
their  wonted  significance  and,  transfigured 
by  the  light  of  Pure  Reason,  take  on 
spellings  and  a  witchery  one  would  other- 
wise have  ascribed  to  the  arbitrariness  of 
pure  fancy.  Again,  when  for  want  of 
accuracy  in  the  old  vocabulary,  he  feels 
he  must  think  twice  before  using  what  is 
familiar,  he  readily  evades  so  untoward  a 
contingency  by  the  invention  of  such  new 
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terms  as  his  need  and  man's  present  state 
of  scientific  darkness  renders  advantageous. 
He  is,  in  fact,  an  Innovator,  even,  I  may 
say,    a    Revolutionary — though    I    hasten 
to  add  in  his  technique  only,  not  in  his 
tenets.     For  him,  as  for  his  illustrious  pre- 
decessor Professor  M'Craik,  there  is  always 
only  a  Play  of  Forces  mainly  Conservative 
in  Tendency,  a  Nidus  of  Complexes  (most 
of  them  obscure  and  some  so  unconscious 
as   to   be   perceptible   only   by  the   more 
abnormal  kind  of  intellect — such  as  Pro- 
fessor M'Craik's),  and,  above  all,  an  un- 
ending  and   subconscious   Demonstration 
of  the  Deeper  Potentialities  of  Reaction. 
Some  of  you  doubtless  are  acquainted,  at 
least  in  name,  with  certain  of  his  major 
works,  bearing,  as  they  do,  a  reputation 
second  to  none  as  regards  the  particular 
field  he  has  chosen  and  in  which  he  has 
not   and  never  has   had  a   rival.     Suffice 
to    mention   his    celebrated   Principles   of 
Prophylaxis   in    Cases   of  So'ial  J?ii^mia, 
amour  ting  to  Chro?i.ic  and  Perverse  hifantile 
Fatalism,  following    the    Onset    of  Major 
Marxian   Tenets,   his   renowned  Cravings 
for    Reform    occasioned    by    the    Regressive 
Characteristics     of    Dominative     Personal 
Factors  in  History^  his  audacious  Proposal 
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(of  which  1  cannot  say  I  approve)  to  Jest  a 
Theory  of  the  Eugenical  Possibility  of  Im- 
munity-Coloration in  Hybrid  Negro-Herds 
subject  to  excessive  Lynchophobia,  his  classic 
Natural  Aggressive  Mimicry  in  Social 
Bodies  subject  to  the  discharge  of  Anti- 
bodies from  Anarchic  Mechanisms  (a  very 
useful  and  notable  contribution  that  to 
the  Science  of  Government),  and,  above  all, 
his  epoch-making  Discovery  and  Scientific 
Use  in  Herd-Suggestion  of  the  Heavier 
Effluvia  of  the  Remoter  Properties  of  the 
Commo7i  Element  '  Jargon.^  Fascinating 
as  the  possible  explanation  of  such  subjects 
is,  the  Professor  will,  however,  give  such 
matter  a  suitably  wide  berth  this  afternoon 
and  address  himself  solely  and  in  simple 
terms  to  the  precise  task  in  hand.  So 
much  for  him  as  a  scientist.  I  should  be 
doing  less  than  my  duty,  I  think,  if,  before 
I  resume  my  seat,  I  did  not  make  some 
reference  to  his  character  as  an  everyday 
mortal,  as  a  MAN,  a  title  I  regret  to 
say  so  many  of  our  scientists  hasten,  out 
of  a  perverse  instinct  of  modesty,  to  dis- 
claim. You  know  his  record — how,  de- 
spite the  handicap  of  what  obscure 
beginnings  I  know  not,  he  rose  at  an  early 
age  into  notice,  and  with  what  unswerving 
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devotion  he  has  served  my  University, 
resolutely  eschewing  the  cause  of  those  few- 
misguided  professors  (now,  fortunately, 
all  but  defunct)  who  have  taken  refuge 
from  a  charge  of  blasphemy  behind  a  veil 
of  ambiguity,  ever  seeking  instead  to 
promote  the  cause  of  the  Powers-that-Be, 
namely  those  established  by  the  operation 
of  Natural  Law.  Enough  :  I  fancy  that 
I  have  already  said  more  than  sufficient 
to  demonstrate  a  nature  fortunately 
unique.  I  leave  him  to  those  fittest  to 
judge  of  his  capacities — capacities  which 
I  have  no  doubt  you  will  reward  after  a 
manner  suitable  to  your  generosity  and  his 
egregious  eminence.  Gentlemen,  I  have 
the  honour  to  present  to  you  the  renowned 
Herd-Psychologist  Monsieur  le  Professeur 
Ulysse  Mammon." 

Ensued  a  pause  while  the  orchestra 
distilled  upon  the  air  a  brief  prelude 
scored  for  strings  (coft  sordi?n,  cantabile  con 
grazia),  wood- wind  {sempre  tremolo)^  horns 
{soste?iuto,  amabile),  bombardons  (porta- 
mentOy  pomposo),  harps  {a  capella  when  not 
subito  glissando)  and  a  reinforced  battery  of 
drums  {pianissimo).  Such  was  the  finesse 
of  the  players  and  so  ravishing  the 
strain  produced  that  the  chamber  seemed 
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to  be  impregnated  with  the  odour  of 
honey. 

Meanwhile  the  elegantly  hirsute  gentle- 
man, attired  in  the  very  height  of  mode, 
who,  with  hand  laid  across  brow  in  a 
profundity  of  meditation,  had  all  this 
while  been  seated  next  to  Mr.  Magniferox, 
rose  gently  to  his  feet.   .  .  . 

The  wizardries  of  the  orchestra,  dying 
away  in  a  pizzicato  which  seemed  to  leave 
the  air  peopled  by  invisible  enigmatic 
sprites,  were  succeeded  by  a  voice  recalling 
in  its  lightness,  resonance  and  ductability 
the  scraphical  modulations  of  a  tenor  trom- 
bone between  the  hands  of  a  master.   .   .   . 


II 


"  Mr.  Magniferox  and  gentlemen- 


•)■) 


began  Professor  Mammon,  and  paused. 

Perched  upon  tiptoe  and  leaning 
slightly  back,  with  his  right  hand  behind 
his  pointed  ear  as  if  listening  for  silence, 
and  his  left  stretched  out  as  if  demanding 
it,    he    resembled    the    Marsyas    of   some 
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antique  sculptor,   Myron  perhaps,   about 
to  commence  a  dithyramb. 

"  Mr.  Magniferox  and  gentlemen,  we 
have  been  bidden  to  proceed  at  once  to 
the  heart  of  the  business.  For  that 
reason  I  will  not  pause  to  review  the 
honour  you  have  done  me.  Suffice  to 
say  I  am  deeply  sensible  of  this  honour, 
and  trust  to  prove  how  sensible  by  the 
services  I  endeavour  to  render  you. 
What  are  words,  gentlemen  ?  Air,  a 
cloud,  nothing  .  .  .  mere  vibrations  of 
the  atmosphere.  One  deed  is  worth  a 
multitude  of  words,  and  I  am  only  too 
conscious  that  I  am  addressing  the  most 
redoubtable  men  of  action  that  have 
evei  graced  an  anarchical  planet.  Hith- 
erto my  audiences,  gentlemen,  have  been 
scholars — dreamers,  as  you  know  scholars 
to  be,  of  impracticable,  if  delightful, 
dreams.  Pardon  me,  then,  any  hesitation 
or  ambiguity  of  speech — I  am  but  newly 
stepped  from  the  glades  and  groves  of 
the  academy  into  the  fierce  light  that 
beats  upon  the  thrones  of  such  as  are 
Kings  in  all  but  name,  to  stand  before 
you  unversed  alike  in  tricks  of  speech 
and  in  the  conduct  of  affairs.  Some 
faculty  for  abstract  thought,  some  gift  of 

15 
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candid  speech  is  all  my  capital.     I  offer 
it  to  you. 

'*  Let    me    proceed   at    once,    then,    to 
the  heart  of  the  matter.     I  shall  be  com- 
pelled to  commence  with  Dogma.     Dog- 
ma, gentlemen,  is  the  basis  of  all  scientific 
faith — Dogma   that   is   irrefragable   until, 
in   the   process   of  Evolution,   some   con- 
tradictory  doctrine,   turning   to   Dogma, 
replaces    it.      For    under    Evolution    not 
even  Truth  is  permanent  and  least  of  all 
Scientific   Truth,   which   rests    upon   the 
supposition    that    given    causes    will   give 
rise    to   like    effects,    wherefrom    it    must 
follow  that  since  under  Evolution  all  is 
change,  all  is  ever  new  and  the  complex 
of  causes  consequently  never  wholly  identi- 
cal, no  effects  can  ever  be  identical,  and 
Truth,  therefore,  can  only  be  considered 
Truth  relatively  and  in  a  strictly  ephem- 
eral,   not    to   say   provisional    and    meta- 
phorical, sense.      Such  as   it  is,  however, 
Dogma  is  necessary.     Without  a  premise 
— and  for  the  greater  precision  of  Science 
the    more    and    the    more    various    such 
premises    the    better — there    can    be    no 
conclusions.     And  you  need  conclusions, 
gentlemen,  for  you  are  going  to  try  them 
with  the  Proletariat.     The  first  Dogma, 
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then,  that  I  have  to  place  before  yon  is 
that  Psychological  Forces  are  the  Soul  of 
Material  Phenomena.  The  second  is  that 
Rational  Thought  is  in  every  way  superior 
to  Irrational  Dreaming.  And  the  third 
is  that  Might  {that  is.  Reason)  is  better 
than  Right  {for  the  reason  that  Right  is 
not  Reason,  hut  a  form  of  that  Irrational 
Dreaming  mentioned  in  Dogma  Number 
Two).  Granted  these  premises,  which  are 
the  commonplaces  of  Superior  Thought 
to-day,  such  conclusions  as  in  every  way 
satisfy  us  not  only  can,  but  must  be 
drawn.  Now  what  do  I  mean  when  I 
assert  that  Psychological  Forces  are  the 
Soul  of  Material  Phenomena  ?  In  the 
widest  sense  I  may  be  said  to  postulate 
the  sovereignty  of  Pure  Idea,  of  which 
Mr.  Magniferox  has  afforded  us  so  illumi- 
nating an  illustration  by  his  reference  to 
the  Bank-Note — the  untarnished  symbol 
of  the  pure  idea  of  Personal  Appropriation 
of  Public  Forces.  But  with  this  wider 
aspect  I  have  not  now  to  deal.  Gentle- 
men, observe  the  course  of  history  with 
the  eye  of  Science,  for  whom  history  is 
but  an  open  book  wherein  she  reads 
whatsoever  she  would.  Mark  how,  under 
Evolution,     two    categories     of    thought 
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(as  was  originally  demonstrated  by  Jung 
just  previous  to  the  First  Great  World 
War)  have  ever  prevailed  among  men. 
The  first  category  is  Undirected  Thinking 
— a  thinking  in  emotional  images,  an 
unsystematic  process  essentially  vague, 
elastic,  fantastic  and  subjective ;  the 
second,  Directed  Thinking — a  thinking  in 
words,  a  systematic  process  essentially 
definitive  and  objective.  The  first  think- 
ing is  unconscious ;  the  second  a  thinking 
that  has  become  conscious  of  itself. 

"  What  further  distinctions  can  we 
draw  between  the  mind  which  dreams  its 
thoughts  and  the  mind  that  defines  and 
seeks  to  regulate  them  ?  I  offer  you  some 
further  considerations.  Undirected  Think- 
ing turns  away  from  reality  toward  the 
past  or  the  future,  and,  since  nowhere 
does  it  wrestle  to  define  itself,  cannot 
tire,  though  from  the  dawn  of  Hfe  to 
the  dusk  of  death  the  desires  of  the  Sub- 
conscious rehearse  morning,  noon  and 
night  their  endless  self  -  centred  drama 
upon  the  threshold.  Directed  Thinking, 
however,  projects  itself  toward  the  outside 
world  upon  which  its  attention  is  fixed 
and  tires  soon,  since,  ever  in  the  present, 
it   has   to   adjust   itself   to   reality.      Un- 
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directed  Thinking,  gentlemen,  surveys, 
like  Narcissus,  only  the  reflection  of  a 
reality  and,  amorous  of  its  own  desires, 
would  pine  its  feckless  heart  away  were 
it  not  endowed  with  perpetual  youth. 
Directed  Thinking  is  adult  :  it  neither 
dreams  nor  regrets,  it  is  logical  and  acts 
accordingly.  Each  one  of  you,  gentlemen, 
casting  your  eye  backward  to  youth,  will 
recall  the  existence  of  these  two  categories 
of  thinking.  Your  teachers,  if  they  were 
true  teachers,  such  as  you  so  rightly 
demand  of  universities  to-day,  probably 
pointed  out  to  you  how  much  more 
useful,  dignified  and,  I  may  say,  profitable 
it  was  for  you  to  practise  Directed  than 
Undirected  Thinking.  For  which  boy  is 
it  that  makes  a  success  of  life  ? — he',  who 
dreams  how  pleasant  is  an  apple,  or  he 
who  schemes  and  schemes  successfully  to 
get  it  ?  Evolution  supplies  us  with  the 
answer.  Addressing  you,  men  of  action, 
standing ''at  the  head  of  mankind,  I  need 
not  stress  the  point.  Once  again  the 
august  ways  of  Law  justify  themselves. 
We  live,  gentlemen,  in  a  world  of  Fact. 
Undirected  Thinking  does  not  adjust 
itself  to  Fact,  and  therefore,  having  no 
capacity    for    adaption,    the    Thinker    of 
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Undirected  Thought  is  not  biologically 
suited  to  survival  save  in  a  subservient 
position.  Need  I  stress  the  point  that 
where  any  progress  has  been  achieved 
among  men,  that  progress  is  wholly  due 
to  Directed  as  opposed  to  Undirected 
Thinking  ?  If  any  doubt  lingers  in  your 
minds  let  me  draw  your  attention  to  the 
number  of  artists,  especially  poets  (typi- 
cally infantile  and  mythic  thinkers),  who 
have  perished  of  starvation.  Profitless 
dreamers,  they  had  no  respect  for  Evolu- 
tion, they  could  not  adapt  themselves 
nor  direct  their  thoughts  toward  Success. 
Persistence  consequently  was  denied  them, 
while  such  as  yourselves,  gentlemen  (en- 
titled by  a  sort  of  divine  intuition  inherent 
in  a  Business  Universe  '  Directors  '),  sur- 
vived and  survive,  bearing  the  weight  of 
progress  on  your  Atlasean  shoulders — to 
the  profit  of  the  human  race,  the  honour 
of  Directed  Thinking,  the  glory  of  Biology 
and  the  proof  of  my  second  and  third 
items  of  Dogma,  namely,  that  Rational 
Thought  is  in  every  way  superior  to  Irra- 
tional Dream.i7ig,  and  that  Might  {that  is. 
Reason)  is  better  than  Right,  since  Right 
is  not  reason  at  all^  but  a  form  of  Irrational 
Dreaming. 
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"  Gentlemen,  I  observe  some  of  you 
to  exhibit  signs  of  not  unnatural  ennui. 
Doubtless  I  appear  to  you  merely  to  be 
in  process  of  adding  one  more  theoretic 
justification  to  that  heap  already  accumu- 
lated by  Industrious  Science  about  the  feet 
of  the  only  veritable  Truth,  namely,  the 
Truth  of  Fact :  the  fact  being  that  you  are 
what  you  are,  and  v^hat  you  have  you  hold. 

"  Gentlemen,  let  me  hasten  to  assure 
you  that  I  have  not  forgotten  that  you 
are  men  of  action.  I  am  not  so  foolish 
as  to  forget  that,  nor  so  academic  as  to 
suppose  that  knowledge  is  not  for  life, 
and  when  I  say  life,  gentlemen,  need  I 
stress  that  I  mean  the  best  sort  of  life, 
namely,  your  lives  ?  What  you  have  you 
hold — ah,  gentlemen,  but  for  how  long  ? 
That,  that  is  the  absorbing  question  to 
which  we  m.ust  address  ourselves  this  after- 
noon, to  which  I  at  this  moment  address 
myself,  though  I  scarcely  seem  so  to  do. 
And  why  must  we,  why  must  I  ?  Because, 
gentlemen,  the  moral  evolution  of  the 
world  is,  alas !  not  parallel  to  its  material 
development.  Of  that  unfortunate  fact 
there  could  be  no  better  proof  than  the 
hideous  disclosures  we  have  witnessed 
this    afternoon.      Alas !    even    the    most 
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modern  of  gods,  the  God  most  fitted  to 
survive,   that   Evolution    which,  like    the 
old-fashioned  Trinity,  has  displayed  such 
singular    enterprise    as    to    evolve    from 
Itself,  has  not  evolved  so  far  as  to  relin- 
quish   some    resemblances    to    its    effete 
Forerunner    in    that    It    too    demands    a 
certain    heroism    of    its    worshippers.       I 
have  told  you  that  Directed  Thinking  is 
a   thinking  which   tires,  whereas  its   Im- 
mortal Enemy,  Undirected  Thinking,  like 
the    old-fashioned    quality    postulated    of 
God — a  quality  more  appropriate,  let  it 
be    said,    to   what    is    infernal — tires    not 
day  nor  night.     How  stirring  a  trumpet- 
call,  gentlemen,  here  resounds  for  those 
to  have  ears  to  hear  it  !     Yes,   sirs,   the 
days  of   heroism  are  not  yet  completed. 
The   Newest   Gospel  summons  each  one 
of  us  to  play  the  man.     In  the  name  of 
self-survival    we     must    prove    ourselves 
capable  of  self-sacrifice  :   Directed  Think- 
ing must  go  on.     Perish  the  instrument  : 
Truth  must  survive  and  with  it  ourselves 
(if    I    may    make    so   bold   as    to   include 
myself   among   your   number) — for   what 
are  we  but  incarnations  of  the  Truth,  the 
living  emblems  of  the  operation  of  Law  ? 
"  What,  then,  is  our  hope  ?    Gentlemen, 
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I  ask  you  once  more  to  consider  history — 
to  remark  how  material  forces  are  redoubt- 
able, but  psychological  forces  invincible  : 
for  have  not  psychological  forces — the 
Direction  of  Thought — placed  us  where 
we  are  ?  But  Direct  Thought  is  threat- 
ened. What,  then,  is  my  plan  of  cam- 
paign ?  Please  do  not  think,  gentlemen, 
that  I  quibble,  that  I  am  wasting  your 
time,  if  I  say  that  we  cannot  at  once 
proceed  to  embark  on  a  plan  of  campaign. 
No,  gentlemen,  the  wise  general  first 
makes  himself  master  of  whatever  informa- 
tion concerning  the  enemy  may  be  at  his 
disposal.  What  have  we  ranged  against 
us  ? — not  material  forces,  however  re- 
doubtable. No,  our  enemy  is  a  psychologi- 
cal force.  And  where  is  this  force  located  ? 
In  the  Proletariat.  Of  what  does  it 
consist  ?  Recalling  the  figure  upon  the 
poster,  the  words  projected  by  the  Tell- 
Tale,  the  vulgar  and  repulsive  refrain  of 
the  popular  song,  wc  may  say  that  the 
force  consists  of  a  myth  known  as  Liberty^ 
blasf  heinously  asserted  to  -possess  divine 
attributes.'''' 

Professor  Mammon  paused. 
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"  A  myth,  gentlemen  !  "  he  cried. 
"  And  now  you  perceive  my  argument — 
for  what  is  myth  but  the  typical  embodi- 
ment of  Undirected  Thinking  ?  And 
where  do  we  find  Undirected  Thinking 
but  among  primitive  races,  among  women 
(so  much  nearer  the  primitive  and  the 
racial  than  ourselves),  among  artists  and 
children,  above  all,  among  the  Crowd  ? 
Even  the  artists,  the  sovereign  creators 
of  myth,  albeit  a  perverse  company, 
somewhat  overfull  of  their  own  import- 
ance, have  sometimes  confessed  their 
works  to  be  but  projections  of  the  Mind 
of  the  Race,  or  as  a  forgotten  poet  has 
phrased  it,  '  the  voice  of  anonymous 
thousands.' 

"  Now,  gentlemen,  we  are  at  the  heart 
of  the  matter.  The  chief  characteristic 
of  the  mind  of  a  Primitive  race,  of 
Woman,  of  a  poet,  of  the  Crowd,  is  that 
it  is  a  mind  incapable  of  Direct  Thought 
and  opposed  to  Reason.  We  have,  con- 
sequently, to  renounce  ourselves  to  the 
conclusion  that  the  opinions  of  the  major 
part  of  humanity  are  not  founded  on 
argument,    but    upon    hates,  sympathies, 
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and  hopes.  Sublime  renunciation  !  — 
when  one  considers  how  beautiful  the 
workings  of  Reason  are,  and  in  how  short 
a  period  a  millennium  state  must  ambrosi- 
ally  descend  upon  man  if  he  could  but 
trust  to  Reason,  to  the  dry,  sweet  light 
of  Reason,  uncontaminated  by  humanity, 
and  to  that  Reason  alone  ! — provided 
always  that  Reason  were  not  divided 
against  itself  and  that  the  More  Highly 
Reasonable,  such  as  ourselves,  should  ever 
bear  sway  over  the  More  Lowly  of  the 
same  persuasion. 

"  How  often,  disciples  of  Reason,  must 
such  a  sentiment  have  caused  to  swell 
to  a  reasonable  extent  the  emotions 
that  spring  from  Reason  in  your  bosoms  ? 
But,  alas !  to  suppose  that  others  are 
always  actuated  by  reasons  of  sentiment 
similar  to  one's  own  sentiments  of  reason 
is  to  condemn  oneself  never  to  understand 
others.  That  the  Proletariat  should  be 
so  minded — especially  when  we  consider 
the  dolorous  fruit  before  us  to-day — we 
cannot  but  regret.  Regret,  however,  is 
characteristic  of  Undirected  Thinking, 
which  thrives  upon  the  Phantasma  of 
reminiscence  or  the  hallucinations  of 
premonition.       We    are     practical     men. 
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Let  us  then,  since  we  cannot  alter  this 
distinction  between  the  character  of 
Proletariat  Thought  and  our  own,  exam- 
ine it  yet  once  again  by  the  light  of 
history. 

"  Gentlemen,  wliat  did  I  say  character- 
ized Undirected  Thinking  ? — a  turning 
away  from  Reality.  What  do  we  call  that 
turning  ?  We  call  it  a  faith — for  what 
is  faith  but  believing  in  what  is  not  ? 
Reason  has  Fact  :  Unreason  has  only 
Faith.  Can  Fact  conquer  Unreason  ? 
In  all  history,  gentlemen,  you  will  not 
discover  a  single  example  of  a  faith 
destroyed  by  rational  refutation.  In 
vain  throughout  the  centuries  has  Reason 
assaulted  the  invisible  walls  of  the  City 
of  Faith  :  a  piteous  spectacle  ! — against 
the  Fort  of  Folly  nought  would  seem 
to  be  able  to  prevail.  Why  ?  Because 
the  opinions  of  the  major  part  of  humanity 
— that  is,  of  the  Proletariat — arc  not 
founded  upon  argument,  but,  as  I  said 
before,  upon  sympathies,  hopes,  greeds 
or  hates.  That  which  Man  wishes  to 
believe  he  believes.  '  The  wish  is  father 
to  the  thought,'  pronounced  the  Sage, 
and  modern  psychology  has  but  provided 
scientific   proof   of   the  justness   of   that 
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aphorism.  A  faith  being  neither  rational 
nor  voluntary,  since  it  is  dictated  by  the 
need  of  the  Subconscious,  no  absurdity 
of  doctrine  can  hamper  its  growth.  Like 
a  woman,  the  Proletariat  demands  not 
so  much  facts  as  hopes.  Deprived  of  an 
instinct  for  the  possible,  but  dowered 
with  an  unlimited  credulity,  the  Prole- 
tariat has  faith  in  the  most  extravagant 
promises,  provided  those  promises  are  in 
the  image  of  its  hopes.  Thus  comes  it 
that,  for  the  Proletariat,  the  Impossible 
does  not  exist  because,  in  so  far  as  Prole- 
tariat is  concerned,  Dream  is  Fact.  To 
the  critical  eye  the  necessity  of  belief  in 
the  impossible  constitutes  the  chief  weak- 
ness of  Faith.  But  to  the  believer,  since 
this  necessity  springs  from  within,  this 
fervent  belief  in  the  impossible  must  ever 
constitute  Faith's  chief  stay  and  comfort. 
Whereon  a  thought  of  some  majesty 
overcomes  me  :  the  which  is  that  no 
limit  has  ever  been  found  to  Dream  in 
the  heart  of  Man,  forasmuch  as  the 
desire  of  man  is  limitless  and,  the  more 
repressed  that  desire  is,  the  more,  like 
a  marvellous  diamond  hidden  in  the 
dark  hot  heart  of  the  mountain,  it  waxes 
in  size  and  lustre.     Want  of  appreciation 
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of  the  fact  that  emotional  and  mystical 
impulses  affect  the  conduct  of  man  more 
deeply  than  any  rational  appeal  whatever 
has  hitherto  prevented  wisdom  control- 
ling mankind.  To  wish,  as  many  philo- 
sophers have  wished,  to  found  morality 
on  Pure  Reason  is  a  dangerous  illusion. 
The  rules  of  morality  are  an  instinc- 
tive interpretation  of  realities.  A 
morality  deprived  of  emotionalism  and 
mysticism  will  lack  both  power  and 
permanence. 

"  Here,  gentlemen,  a  definite  stage  is 
reached  in  our  investigation — we  have 
surveyed  the  opposing  forces  and  the 
knowledge  gained  supplies  us  with  a  Maxim 
to  be  observed  in  the  subduing  of  them  : 
In  the  sphere  of  psychological  forces,  never 
reasoning,  but  only  sentiment  can  battle 
with  seiitiments  and  mental  re-presentations 
of  sentiment.  In  the  name  of  Reason, 
then,  we  must  abandon  reason  and  in 
the  name  of  Law  abandon  the  appearance 
of  authority." 

The  Brains  of  Power  glanced  uneasily 
at  one  another.  Dr.  Ahasuerus,  wakening 
from  his  sepulchral  self-communion,  fixed 
the  speaker  with  a  glance  like  the  darkest 
ray  of  the  spectrum. 
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"  Consider,"  continued  Professor  Mam- 
mon, smiling  cheerfully,  "  the  nature  of 
this  dreaming  giant,  the  Proletariat.  Un- 
able (for  lack  of  Directed  Thought)  to 
live  in  the  present,  it  projects  as  myth, 
arrayed  in  the  vestments  of  illicit  memory, 
the  desires  it  has  not  the  ability  to  appease. 
And  this  is  necessary.  For  to  the  being 
that  cannot  live  in  the  present,  what 
must  life  be  but  an  intolerable  burden  ? 
To  the  thinker  of  Undirected  Thought 
life  would  appear  too  long  were  it  not 
consecrated  to  the  Chimseric  pursuit  of 
the  Fata  Morgana  of  immaterial  happiness, 
and  to  the  regret  of  that  which  he  cannot 
obtain.  From  the  side  of  the  sleeping 
Adam  is  born  a  symbolization  of  the 
(almost  universal)  Mother  Complex  in 
the  form  of  the  Eternal  Feminine,  that 
which  the  mythical-thinker  Goethe  errone- 
ously supposed  to  '  draw  us  ever  upward,' 
but  who  is,  in  reality,  the  arch-deceiver, 
the  naked  woman  with  the  wings  of  a 
fabulous  lion  :  Liberty,  the  supreme 
Chimaera,  an  entity  outside  Nature  and 
opposed  to  it,  since  nowhere  in  Nature 
is  liberty  to  be  found.  Her  right  hand 
grasps  a  torch,  her  left  a  sword  ;  an 
insensate   light   glares   from   beneath   her 
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contorted  brows  ;  her  mouth  smiles  like 
a  Bacchante's,  and,  like  a  Bacchante's,  is 
moist  with  wine  and  blood.  In  the 
furnace  of  her  heart,  empty  and  resound- 
ing as  the  labyrinth,  roars  an  everlasting 
fire,  the  heat  and  blast  of  which  consumes 
or  maddens  those  few  who  have  embraced 
her,  setting  spinning  in  their  brains  the 
seven  suns  of  madness.  She  it  is  who 
seeks  the  Unsearchable  and  the  Non- 
Existent,  ever,  in  the  name  of  faith, 
incestuously  beckoning  her  sire,  her  lover 
and  the  children  she  has  begotten  into 
deserts  and  over  precipices. 

"  Against  her  spell  no  Reasoning  can 
avail,  for  her  votary  is  deaf  to  the  voice 
of  Science  and  blind  to  the  page  of 
History.  But,  gentlemen,  desperate  though 
the  situation  may  be,  it  is  yet  permissible, 
let  me  here  and  now  declare  it,  to  hope. 
Pardon  me  if,  at  this  stage  in  my  discourse, 
when,  gentlemen,  you  cannot  but  feel 
(and  rightly  feel)  dispirited,  a  certain  air, 
not  only  of  satisfaction,  but  of  positive 
elevation  informs  my  bearing,  if  a  certain 
exultant  fever  flowers  in  my  cheek,  if  a 
light,  too  infrequent  a  visitant,  illumines 
with  a  flame  I  cannot,  nay  I  would  not, 
check    these    eyes    nigh    extinguished    by 
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study.  Pardon  me,  I  say ;  for  now  a 
strange  warmth  overflows  my  body  from 
breast  to  heel ;  my  veins  beat  ;  in  my 
head  are  kindled  a  multitude  of  fires  ; 
about  my  heart  gathers,  as  the  shadow 
and  levin  about  the  peak,  a  grievous 
load,  the  burden  of  a  great  idea.  We 
are  at  an  impasse.  The  earth,  no  longer 
stable  beneath  our  feet,  threatens  to 
gape  her  jaws  and  engulf  her  benefactors. 
Rumour  flies  in  the  air.  There  is  noise 
of  rolling  drums  and  rising  waters.  The 
wreckage  of  vast  sundowns  predict  in 
sulphurous  aeromancy  havoc  to  be.  That 
terrible  figure,  which  the  voice  of  the 
people  has  consecrated  to  itself  as  a  pro- 
tective and  avenging  God,  shakes  her 
cresset  and  bloody  locks  across  the  skies, 
and  with  precipitant  arm  summons  the 
legions  of  her  savage  children  from  the 
remotest  fringes  of  the  earth,  aye,  and 
from  the  very  cavernous  shadow  and 
silence  of  the  tomb  itself.  The  living 
and  the  dead  convene  against  us.  Gen- 
tlemen, gentlemen,  where  are  your 
swords  ? 

"  I    see    you    tremble.      You    eye    one 
another.       Swords,    serviceable    for    this 
battle,  you  have  none — not  though  you 
16 
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should  gather  all  the  gold  from  all  your 
coffers  to  beat  it  into  Roman  glaives. 
In  the  words  of  the  poet,  '  They  are 
many,  ye  are  few  !  '  Of  what  avail 
material  cordite,  melinite,  lyddite,  bal- 
listite,  and  all  the  other  powerful  resources 
of  civilization  against  that  which  is  im- 
material and  would  destroy  civilization  ? 
To-day  you  might  escape,  to-morrow 
you  must  inevitably  fall  ! 

"  Once  more  your  appeal  must  be  to 
the  science  we  worship.  But  not  to  that 
accustomed  branch  of  the  Old  Science, 
which  you  knew,  Dynamics  (the  gross 
application  of  the  grosser  laws  of  chemics 
to  the  disintegration  of  given  substances), 
but  to  the  mightiest  branch.  Herd  Psy- 
chology, of  the  New  Science  which  gives 
lordship,  not  of  Body  only,  but  of  that 
which  informs  it — what  is  known  as 
spirit.  One  remedy  is  youis  and  one 
only.  Cast  away  the  vulgar  instruments 
of  the  past,  take  in  your  hands  the  in- 
visible tool  of  the  present " 

The  face  of  Professor  Mammon  became 
glorified.  He  flung  an  arm  to  heaven 
as  one  who  wrests  a  blade  from  the 
grasp  of  an  angel. 

"  Close  your  hands  about  this  weapon 
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which  I  display  to  you  through  the 
medium  of  such  plain  words  as  best 
become  the  brotherhood  I  address  :  zve 
have  capitalized  Mart's  apfetites,  now 
comes  our  supreme  venture — zue  must  capi- 
talize his  dreams  !  " 

The  assembly,  which  but  a  few  moments 
before  had  appeared  a  trifle  ill  at  ease, 
burst  into  a  cheer.  Dr.  Ahasuerus, 
smiling  a  gentle  smile,  inhaled  the  odour 
of  the  gardenia  which  decorated  his  button- 
hole with  an  air  of  satisfaction. 


"  And  in  whose  name  shall  we  do  this  ?  " 
continued  Professor  Mammon,  when  he 
had  acknowledged  the  plaudits  by  a 
slight  bow.  "  We  will  do  it,  gentlemen, 
in  the  name  of  the  Proletariat  itself  ! 
We  have  permitted  to  man  a  certain 
modicum  of  physical  ease  on  condition 
he  labours — for  man  deteriorates  as  a 
worker  and,  what  is  worse,  gives  way, 
not  in  the  extent  natural  to  erring  man, 
but  after  an  inordinate  ratio  to  Undirected 
Thought  when  idle. 

"  The  Proletariat  cannot  be  governed 
by    the    satisfaction    of    material    needs 
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alone.  It  demands  not  bread  only,  but 
circuses.  Let  us  see  to  it  that  the  circus 
is  one  in  which  the  gladiators  are  not 
such  symbolizations  of  compensatory  idea 
as  shall  play  a  bloody  and  impious  comedy 
in  which  we,  the  vice-regents  of  Law 
upon  earth,  shall  be  the  noble  victims. 
In  the  name  of  the  Proletariat  and  on 
behalf  of  the  Law,  which  the  Proletariat 
so  blindly — I  speak  rather  in  sorrow  than 
in  anger — sees  fit  to  provoke,  we  will 
capture  Man's  dreams.  No  longer  shall 
he  fruitlessly  pursue  the  harpy,  the 
Chimaera,  Liberty.  Though  Undirected 
Thinking  shall  not,  because  it  cannot, 
cease  to  be,  yet  the  myth  which  enshrines 
it  shall  be  ours  and  not  Man's.  Not  only 
does  the  greatest  good  of  the  greatest 
number  dictate  such  a  move,  but  expedi- 
ency, nay  necessity,  dictates  it.  Danger 
lurks  in  faith  that  is  foe.  Reason  cannot 
change,  government  cannot  suppress  Faith, 
and  those  that  persecute  it  are  in  danger 
of  perishing  at  its  invisible  hands.  Let 
Reason  do  what  Reason  can  :  it  is  the 
office  of  the  learned  to  destroy  chimaeras. 
But  the  statesman  knows  how  to  convert 
the  myth,  and,  converting  it,  to  turn  it 
to  his  own  use  and  what  he  takes  to  be 
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the  ultimate  good  of  those  he  rules. 
What  is  Propaganda  but  the  conversion 
of  dream  symbol  ?  Nature  cannot  be 
dammed  ;  she  can  but  be  diverted.  The 
torrent  that  would  overwhelm  the  palace 
embowered  in  the  valley  can  be  used  to 
turn  a  wheel  to  light  and  warm  that 
palace.  Our  problem  is  quite  simple  : 
it  is  to  find  an  appropriate  symbol  and 
to  substitute  it,  a  process  known  to 
Psychology  as  '  Conversion,'  including 
the  more  ambitious  '  Sublimation  '  by 
which  the  undesirable  elements  of  dream 
are  transmuted  into  the  Pure  Gold  of 
Moral  Purpose. 

"  Let  us  begin,  then,  with  an  Examina- 
tion of  the  Soul  of  the  Proletariat. 


4 

"  What  composes  the  Proletariat  ?  A 
number  of  individuals.  And  what  actu- 
ates the  individual  ?  There,  gentlemen, 
we  reach  a  very  pretty  problem.  There 
have  been  those  of  us  among  the  scientists 
who  have  bluntly  asserted  that  the  indivi- 
dual human  is  a  mere  pool  of  chemical 
interactions.  Later  schools  assert  that 
chemistry  no  longer  exists,  and  that  man 
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is  merely  a  physico-biological  vortex  of  an 
extremely  complicated  kind  in  a  state  of 
variegated  instability.  A  still  later  school 
have  abandoned  biology  altogether,  and 
represent  man  as  a  series  of  electrical 
aspects.  But  none  of  these  definitions 
entirely  satisfy  me.  For  I  cannot  believe 
that  the  sum  of  constituents  and  a  de- 
scription of  their  mode  of  working  is  the 
whole,  any  more  than  I  believe  this  object 
I  draw  from  my  pocket  can  be  adequately 
described  as  merely  an  aggregate  of  so 
many  wheels  and  cogs  operating  according 
to  certain  mechanic  rules,  since,  being  all 
this,  it  is  also  more,  namely,  something 
new  :  a  watch.  And  that  watch  cannot 
be  said  to  be  adequately  described  until 
reference  is  made  to  something  beyond 
itself,  namely,  its  purpose,  without  which 
it  would  not  have  come  into  being,  and 
without  which  it  is  but  a  mere  conglom- 
eration of  wheels,  nor  that  purpose 
described  without  reference  to  something 
unimaginable,  namely.  Time.  All  know- 
ledge is  therefore  relative  to  the  sum  of 
questions  which  have  not  been  asked. 
And  this  is  particularly  true  of  science 
because,  owing  to  its  colossal  discoveries, 
the  more  questions  it  asks  the  greater  is 
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the  sum  of  questions  not  asked  thereby 
revealed.  So  it  comes  that,  perhaps,  if  I 
dare  hazard  so  bold  a  suggestion.  Philo- 
sophy may  also  be  required  the  more 
especially  when  we  consider  that  in 
science  there  exists  an  artificial  dichotomy 
named  Cause  and  Consequence,  two 
modes  of  being  that  in  truth  cannot 
possibly  save  by  a  kind  of  metaphysical 
jugglery  be  disconnected,  since  no  defini- 
tion of  where  one  begins  and  the  other 
ceases  is  possible.  In  short,  scientist  as  I 
am,  I  begin  to  fear  that  in  the  scientific 
examination  of  mankind  neither  science 
nor  mankind  is  to  be  seen  at  its  best. 
Bold  as  the  theory  may  sound,  in  this 
description  of  man  under  chemic,  physic 
or  biological  categories,  something  seems 
to  have  been  omitted.  And  for  this  some- 
thing we  would  hazard  there  is  needed 
a  verbal  equivalent  which  shall  be  very 
largely  inclusive,  more  inclusive  than 
anything  at  present  dreamed  on.  Far 
be  it  from  me  to  indulge  in  any  form  of 
revolutionary  speculation.  Speculation, 
as  you  of  all  men  must  be  aware,  does, 
however,  require  a  certain  freedom,  not 
to  say  licence.  Moreover,  my  doctrine 
is  by  no  means  as  novel  as  it  would  appear. 
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It  is  a  theory  that  has  been  held  by  a 
number  of  persons  mainly,  I  regret  to  say, 
enemies  of  science,  and  sometimes  of 
society,  but  persons  who,  nevertheless, 
in  no  few  cases,  established  in  their 
century  a  certain,  though  usually  posthum- 
ous, reputation — a  reputation  in  certain 
particulars  not  altogether  exploded  :  let 
me  instance  Plato.  According  to  the 
theory  of  this  Greek,  what  actuates  the 
individual  is  that  something  I  earlier  and 
somewhat  loosely  referred  to  as  needing 
satisfaction  no  less  than  the  body  :  this 
something  being  an  entelechy  known  as 
the  '  soul.' 

"  Now  the  existence  of  the  soul  is  not 
in  itself  an  entirely  revolutionary  doctrine, 
but  the  theory  that  it  has  a  right  to 
its  own  possession  most  certainly  is.  You 
will  find  little  sanction  for  it  in  the  course 
of  a  scientific  reading  of  history,  and  in 
modern  times — since,  in  fact.  Evolution 
evolved  a  proper  appreciation  of  Itself — 
little  or  none  whatever.  Indeed,  during 
an  Acquisitive  Age  and  under  competition, 
such  a  possession  cannot,  save  in  a  very 
few  special  cases,  have  much  meaning. 
Nevertheless,  I  ask  your  permission  first  to 
postulate  the  existence  of  this  entelechy; 


GOLGOTHA  iff  CO.         249 

and,  second,  to  grant  that  whether  this 
entelechy  (or  soul)  have  a  right  to  its 
own  possession  or  no,  that  restless  right- 
to-possession  nevertheless  exists.  So  much 
for  the  individual.  His  entelechy  need 
not  trouble  us.  In  point  of  fact,  it  does 
not  trouble  us — it  is  too  feeble.  But  the 
Proletariat  is  not  merely  a  number  of 
individuals  each  with  a  restless,  if  feeble, 
soul.  The  Crowd  is  more  than  a  number 
of  individuals  as  a  river  is  more  than  a 
number  of  tributaries,  and  the  cumulative 
momentum  of  its  current  more  than  the 
summed  momentum  of  many  tributary- 
currents.  Into  the  Crowd  is  born  a 
collective  soul  very  different  from  the 
soul  of  any  of  the  individuals  composing 
it.  And  this  Soul,  I  say  it  solemnly,  is 
formidable.  For  whereas  in  the  individual 
there  existed  perhaps  a  certain  capacity 
for  Directed  Thought  sufficient  in  the 
majority  of  cases  to  hold  the  more  danger- 
ous manifestations  of  Undirected  Think- 
ing (at  most  but  feeble  in  the  solitary 
individual)  in  check,  in  the  Soul  of  the 
Crowd  there  is  little  or  no  capacity  for 
Directed  Thought  whatever,  while  the 
power  generated  is  immense.  The  nature 
of  the  Soul  of  the  Crowd,  as  is  natural 
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to  the  generator  of  so  much  Undirected 
Thought,  is  primitive,  infantile,  feminine 
and  poetic.  The  man,  who  is  part  of  the 
Crowd,  ceases  to  be  himself.  His  conscious 
personality  is  swallowed  up  in  the  Soul 
of  the  Crowd,  and  thus  loses  all  capacity 
for  critical  thought,  since  criticism  is 
always  definitive  and  dependent  upon 
Directed  Thought,  an  adult,  masculine, 
and  objective  phenomenon.  The  Crowd's 
judgment  is  wholly  subjective.  It  be- 
lieves what  it  wishes.  Thence  follows  it 
that  the  Man-in-the-Crowd  becomes  cap- 
able of  incalculable  enthusiasms,  hero- 
isms, violences,  panics.  Rightly  have  the 
nations  been  symbolized  under  feminine 
figures — La  France,  Britannia,  Germania 
— converted  fixations  of  a  sex  complex, 
as  becomes  evident  when  we  notice  that 
where  little  or  no  sexual  repression  takes 
place — that  is,  chiefly  outside  Aryan 
borders  —  the  feminine  figure  never 
achieves  so  colossal  a  collective  synthesis 
of  Mythical  Thinking  as  among  ourselves. 
For  as  woman  is  more  of  society,  that  is, 
the  Crowd,  than  man,  so  the  Crowd 
is  more  of  the  woman.  And  what  is  most 
characteristic  of  woman,  as  of  nations, 
if  not  a  capacity  for  impossible  loyalties 
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leading  to  inestimable  heroisms  and  un- 
paralleled crimes  ?  In  woman  and  in  the 
Crowd  the  most  opposite  emotions  can 
hold  sway,  not  at  once  as  in  man,  but 
only  in  succession.  Like  the  massed 
clouds  in  Wordsworth's  poem,  both 
Woman  and  the  Crowd  '  moves  all  to- 
gether if  it  move  at  all.'  Lacking  a 
capacity  for  self  -  criticism,  both  the 
Woman  and  the  Crowd  is  at  the  mercy 
of  its  own  sensibility,  and  thus  passes 
easily  from  adoration  to  hate,  from  blind 
faith  to  the  cunningest  treachery.  And 
as  a  knowledge  of  her  power,  intoxicating 
a  beautiful  woman,  robs  her  of  her  sense 
of  responsibility,  so  the  personal  irresponsi- 
bility of  each  of  its  members  gives  the 
Crowd  an  extreme  intolerance  and  an 
excessive  pride.  To  give  way  but  once 
only  to  the  beautiful  woman,  as  to  give 
way  to  the  Crowd,  is  to  make  the  woman, 
as  the  Crowd,  conscious  of  power,  and 
to  condemn  oneself  ever  to  give  way 
afresh.  The  reason  ?  Because  both  the 
beautiful  woman  and  the  Crowd  possess 
in  a  supreme  degree  the  characteristic 
of  suggestibility.  The  beautiful  woman, 
whose  beauty  is  disregarded,  though  she 
may  go  to  some   extravagances   to  draw 
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attention  to  herself,  if  she  be  persistently 
disregarded  by  a  sufficient  number  of 
persons,  whose  approbation  has  an  emo- 
tional value  for  her,  will  end  by  doubting 
whether,  after  all,  she  is  beautiful.  And 
as  a  woman  will  arise  '  ethereal,  flushed, 
and  like  a  throbbing  star  '  at  a  word  of 
praise  spoken  in  a  tone  of  conviction  by 
a  voice  that  stirs  her,  and  will  indeed,  so 
subtle  is  her  composition,  become  more 
beautiful,  so  the  Crowd  can  by  one  bold 
leader's  efforts  become  formidable  until 
some  bolder  curb  it  by  a  more  powerful 
suggestion  of  its  impotence — whether  he 
use  a  linotype,  radio,  cinematograph,  or 
machine  gun." 

Professor    Mammon    drank    a    glass    of 
water,  then  smiled  and  resumed. 


5 

"  Now  a  Crowd  cannot  truly  be  said 
to  enjoy  an  effectual  existence  till  it  is 
capable  of  acting  as  an  entity.  Before 
that  it  is  only  coming  to  life.  A  Crowd 
in  existence  resembles  a  top  gyrating.  A 
top  is  only  a  pear-shaped,  metal-nosed 
wooden  object  till  it  is  set  gyrating. 
But    mark    this    important    point — that 
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which  makes  the  top  function  as  a  top 
(namely,  the  act  of  its  gyration)  impUes 
also  a  course  of  travel.  The  Crowd,  like 
the  top,  then,  will  take  the  course  the 
forces  imparted  to  it  as  a  spinning  body 
dictate.  For  this  reason  all  possible 
care  should  be  observed  that  the  sugges- 
tions made  and  repeated  during  the 
process  of  synthesis,  which  corresponds 
to  the  setting  of  the  top  in  motion,  should 
be  appropriate.  The  wind  or  the  slope 
can  slightly  deflect  the  top's  travel  (or 
it  may  be  whipped  a  little  awry  by  you 
or,  what  is  more  dangerous,  by  others), 
but  the  direction  of  the  spin — and  in 
consequence  the  general  course  —  can 
hardly  be  reversed. 

"  It  is,  therefore,  of  incalculable  im- 
portance that  we  ponder  deeply  the 
general  design  of  our  project,  and  settle 
with  exactitude  what  precisely  it  is  that 
we  propose  to  perform  to  the  end,  thai 
from  first  to  last  our  undertaking  may 
move,  not  according  to  the  whim  of 
Chance,  but  according  to  the  will  of 
science." 
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Professor  Mammon  pulled  his  beard, 
frowned,  lifted  his  head,  smiled  a  brilliant 
chryselephantine  smile  at  his  smiling 
audience,  and  continued  : 

"  What  high  emprise  is  this  we  have 
determined  to  undertake,  gentlemen  ? 
That  high  emprise  is  to  restore  Morality, 
which  we  have  seen  to  be  an  instinctive 
interpretation  of  Necessity — and  what  is 
Necessity  but  the  reign  of  Natural  Law 
by  which  it  is  ordained  we  rule  and  the 
Proletariat  obey  ?  I  have  demonstrated 
to  you  that  the  Crowd  is  not  and  never 
has  been  dominated  by  Reason,  that 
Myth  rules  it  and  that  we  must  make  that 
Myth  our  own.  I  will  go  further  :  I 
will  suggest  that  the  Eternal  Wisdom  has, 
if  I  may  be  permitted  to  pronounce  a 
judgment  upon  the  handiwork  of  so 
august  an  Entity,  done  very  well  so  to 
decree.  Reason  is  dangerous  :  there 
lurks  in  the  method  of  Reason  evolution 
in  idea  through  the  Survival-of-the- 
Fittest,  a  doctrine  the  inscrutable  findings 
of  which  (constituting,  as  they  do,  the 
whole  sum  of  Morality)  it  is  the  duty  of 
the  Proletariat  not  heretically  to  dispute, 
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but  to  obey.  What  is  disputable  must 
always  lack  force  and  persistence.  Let  us 
give  thanks  to  the  Eternal  Wisdom  that 
the  morality,  which  has  power  over  the 
Crowd  and  which  will  last,  must  always 
be  one  possessing  emotional  and  mystic 
attributes,  for  thereby  Wisdom  shall  be 
justified  of  us  Her  children,  through 
whose  authoritative  ministry  God  shall 
be  among  the  people,  though  they  know 
it  not.  Now,  for  a  system  of  morality  to 
possess  such  emotional  and  mystic  attri- 
butes as  shall  render  it  effective,  it  is 
not  enough  that  it  be  promulgated  in 
the  form  of  a  code,  it  needs  to  be  more, 
it  needs  to  be  a  religion " 

"  I  utterly  deny  that  assertion  :  religion 
is  never  necessary." 

The  Brains  of  Power,  turning  in  their 
seats,  were  astonished  to  behold  Dr. 
Ahasuerus  on  his  feet.  He  spoke  in  a 
puissant  whisper. 

"  If  Mr. — I  fear  I  have  not  caught  the 
gentleman's  name — ah,  yes — if  Dr.  Atha- 
nasius  will  be  so  good  as  to  bear  with 
me  a  moment,  I  think  I  shall  be  able  to 
demonstrate  that  not  only  is  it  peculiarly 
necessary  now,  but  that  it  is  always 
necessary." 
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"  Never  !  I  repeat  :  never  !  "  Dr. 
Ahasuerus  folded  his  arms  and  sat  down. 

"  Pardon  me.  We  know  Myth  to  be 
but  the  projection  in  symbol  of  the 
unachieved  desires  of  the  Crowd.  From 
that  it  is  but  a  step  to  declare  that  the 
achievement  of  the  projection  of  an 
unconscious  desire  into  the  more  conscious 
form  of  a  Myth  constitutes  the  creation 
of  what  is  known  as  a  '  faith.'  Now, 
where  any  faith  is,  whatever  that  faith 
may  be,  there,  ipso  facto^  is  religion. 
Systems  of  morality  have  come  into 
being.  Let  me  instance  the  Stoic  and 
Epicurean,  which  have  been  founded  on 
reason,  and  those  systems  have  not  lacked 
a  certain  severe  and  abstract  beauty,  a 
discipline  and  a  detailed  humdrum  practi- 
cal programme  dependent  on  the  culti- 
vation of  individual  self-control.  But 
precisely  because  these  were  their  chief 
characteristics,  such  systems  have  always 
been  the  cults  of  small  and  usually  aristo- 
cratic castes,  have  obtained  no  hold  on 
the  Crowd,  and  have  dissolved  away  into 
the  stern  or  amiable  tenets  of  solitary 
centurions  or  scholars.  The  Crowd  cannot 
envisage  rational  abstractions  and,  in  its 
love  of  the  inordinate  and  striking,  abhors 
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a  detailed  humdrum  practical  programme. 
Why  ? — because  it  desires,  beyond  all,  to 
dream,  to  lust  and  to  hope.  I  have  said 
to  you  that  we  must  substitute  our  myth 
for  that  of  the  Proletariat.  Let  me 
repeat  that  declaration  in  a  more  precise 
form — What  we  need  is  a  cult  altogether 
purged  of  any  semblance  of  reason  and 
dowered  with  an  illimitable  hope  !  " 

"  You  dare  sanction  faith  in  theistic 
revelation  !  " 

The  words  rang  across  the  hall. 

The  Brains  of  Power,  again  turning  in 
their  seats,  beheld  Dr.  Ahasuerus  once 
more  upon  his  feet,  and  his  yellow  face 
burning  as  with  the  white  tranquillity 
of  a  furnace.  One  hand  grasped  the  back 
of  his  chair,  the  other  was  fastened  in  his 
beard. 

"  Hope  !  Hope  !  Ah,  Professor  Mam- 
mon, that  which  humanity  desires  re- 
vealed, it  will  find  revealed.  You  yourself 
have  said  it.  Hope  !  What  have  the 
mass  of  inferiorities  to  do  with  hope  ? 
Where  a  religion  of  revelation  is,  there  is 
hope,  and  where  hope  is,  there  is  the 
illusion  that  you  have  only  to  break — 
and  we  it  is  would  be  broken — in  order 
to  build  '  better.'  Cast  out  such  religion, 
17 
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and  all  that  would  persuade  the  mass 
of  humanity  to  wrestle  with  the  inevitable 
courses  of  nature.  For  religion  substitute 
ethics  :  the  science  of  living  subject  to 
the  rule  of  What  is  !  I  propose  we 
decree  the  morality  of  the  agnostic  Con- 
fucius for  the  use  of  the  People  !  " 

"  Confucius,  wha  wus  he  ?  "  inter- 
posed M'Cluskie ;  "  A  dinna  recall  that 
name  and,  speaking  for  the  Presbyteerians 
o'  the  Auld  Kirk,  A  maun  remark  A  vurra 
much  misdoot  whether  ony  man  o'  licht 
and  leading  in  Glesca  hae  heard  o'  yon 
either." 

"  Confucius,"  said  Professor  Mammon 
softly,  "  I  believe,  was  a  Chinese  sage." 

"  A  Chinee  ?  Huh  !  And  an  agnostic 
forby.  A  dinna  set  much  store  by  sic 
new-fangled  sects.  The  Auld  Kirk  fur 
me.  And  on  whit  groonds  dae  ye  re- 
commend him  and  his   wurks,  if  A  may 


speer  ?  " 


"  Confucian  morality  is  devoid  of  all 
metaphysical  flights  and  devotional  ec- 
stasies. It  rigidly  confines  itself  to  practi- 
cal details  of  morals  and  government.  Its 
corner-stone  is  submission  to  parental  and 
political  authority.  Some  notion  of  its 
force    and   persistence    may    be   gathered 
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when  I  inform  this  gathering  that  though 
its  founder  died  nearly  five  hundred 
yesLTS  before  Christ,  it  still  dominates 
the  most  numerous  nation  on  earth  : 
China." 

"  I  thank  our  esteemed  friend  for  his 
information,"  ■  said  Professor  Mammon 
amiably.  "  Such  facts  had,  however,  not 
escaped  me.  Let  me  deal  with  them. 
To  begin  with,  Confucianism  has  never 
lacked  allies  such  as  supplied  it  with  the 
emotional  and  mystic  attributes  it  lacks  : 
popular  Buddhism's '  Ni-pan  '  or  '  Heaven- 
of-the-Pure,'  and  the  Taoist  Theory  of 
Expiatory  Transformation.  Our  vener- 
able friend  is,  if  I  may  be  frank,  more- 
over, further  mistaken.  Though  the 
morality  of  Confucius  may  be  a  mere 
secular  system  of  ethics,  and  Confucius 
himself  an  agnostic,  the  person  of  the 
sage  (who,  it  may  be  remarked,  did  not 
altogether  discourage  notions  on  the 
subject  of  revelation,  as  is  shown  by  his 
remark,  '  There  is  God  ;  He  knows  me  ') 
has  long  been  the  subject  of  a  veneration 
as  sincere  as  any  ever  offered  to  a  divinity. 
In  short,  he  has  been  dowered  with  the 
emotional  and  mystic  attributes  of  a  god. 
Furthermore,  his  name  is  for  ever  associ- 
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ated  with  the  growth  of  the  most  powerful 
form  of  Myth  extant — I  refer  to  the 
Cult  of  the  Dead. 

"  Let  us,  however,  adapt  this  suggestion 
of  our  friend — I  see  you  glance  at  one 
another — I  mean  adapt  it  for  a  moment 
in  fancy.  ...  I  referred  to  the  Cult  of 
the  Dead.  The  Chinese,  a  sagacious 
people,  pay  an  immense  respect  to  the 
dead.  They  make,  indeed,  no  move 
without  consulting  the  Spirits  of  the 
Departed.  And  with  very  excellent  reason, 
since  no  tyranny,  acknowledged  or  un- 
acknowledged by  man,  can  for  a  moment 
compare  with  the  Tyranny  of  the  Dead. 
For  what  is  the  soul  of  the  Living  but  the 
projection  of  the  thought  of  the  Dead  ? 
Were  the  dead  this  moment  to  arise,  how 
would  they  outnumber  the  living  :  we 
are  but  a  generation  thronged  by  the 
myriad  cohorts  of  eternity  !  Whatever 
we  may  be,  the  dead  have  made  us  and 
beyond  that  limitation  we  cannot  go. 
Do  we  not  know  it  ?  Dare  we  deny  it  ^ 
Standing  by  the  grave  of  an  ancestor 
does  not  the  heart  cry  out,  '  What  separ- 
ates me  from  you,  O  mouldering  body, 
save  the  immutable  accident  of  putre- 
faction ?     In  all  climes,  to  all  ages,  I  am 
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you,  70U  are  I  !  '  Chinese  civilization, 
more  ancient  than  ours,  of  slower  growth 
and  more  conscious  of  the  process  of  that 
growth,  merely  condescends  consciously 
to  cultivate,  as  we  do  not,  a  tyranny 
which  cannot  be  escaped. 

"  And  it  is  precisely  for  this  reason 
that  we  cannot  adapt  Confucianism. 
Too  many  martyrs  would  rise  up  against 
us.  We  have  the  living  leagued  against 
us.    They  suffice." 

From  his  seat  Dr.  Ahasuerus  surveyed 
the  speaker  with  an  obtuse  unwinking 
glare.  Those  about  him  made  haste  to 
dissociate  themselves  from  this  stubborn 
spirit  by  drawing  away. 


"  There  are  precepts,"  continued  the 
Professor,  "  which  no  student  of  applied 
Herd-Psychology  can  disregard,  above  all 
when  faced  by  severely  practical  prob- 
lems ;  such  problems,  for  instance,  as  arise 
and  with  which  the  consulting  Herd- 
Psychologist  has  dealt  in  one  of  the  more 
esoteric  branches  of  modern  industry — 
an  humble  one,  maybe,  but  one  on  which 
the    issue    of   your    fortunes,    gentlemen, 
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not  a  little  depends  :  to  wit,  the  art  of 
Successful  Advertisement.  What  is  Ad- 
vertisement ?  Advertisement,  gentlemen, 
is  the  practice,  to  which  Art  and  Science 
lend  their  aid,  of  pre-empting  the  desires 
of  the  customer.  How  so  ?  Recall, 
gentlemen,  if  you  please,  my  first  axiom. 
Psychological  Forces  are  the  Soul  of  Material 
Phenomena.  The  axiom  appears  to  you, 
as  practical  men,  to  savour,  perhaps 
(philosophically  speaking),  of  Idealism, 
and  cannot  consequently  but  be  suspect. 
I  assure  you  that  no  Realistic  conception 
could  be  more  material  in  its  effects. 
In  fact,  its  proof,  in  the  application  of 
this  axiom  to  the  Problem  of  Supply  and 
Demand,  constitutes  the  most  convincing 
example  known  to  me  of  the  validity  of 
Pragmatical  Truth  :  briefly,  it  pays. 
'It  pays  !  ' — gentlemen,  what  a  depth  of 
significance  lies  hidden  beneath  the  de- 
licious taciturnity  of  that  familiar  di- 
syllabic !  By  it  we  have  for  ever  eman- 
cipated Humanity  from  all  the  dryasdust 
conceptions  of  the  dismal  economist,  who 
before  the  battlccry  of  the  undaunted 
fact,  '  It  pays  to  Advertise,'  can  but  beat 
a  hasty  retreat  from  all  his  major  premises, 
and  first  and  chiefly  from  the  monstrous 
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conception  that  production  is  for  a 
figment  called  service,  and  not  for  a  fact 
called  sale.  '  It  pays,'  sublime  proof  of 
the  validity  of  the  great  preliminary  '  to 
Advertise  '  /  When  we  proffer  the  Prole- 
tariat a  pair  of  boots,  it  pays  not  only  us, 
but  them — from  the  vain  and  inchoate 
and,  perhaps,  unconscious  desire  for  '  foot- 
wear '  in  the  Proletariat  we  synthesize  a 
faith,  almost  religious  by  reason  of  its 
transcendence  of  reason,  and  whose  symbol 
is  a  mythical  illustration  (preferably  col- 
oured) in  a  pair  of  boots,  and  on  top  of 
that  accomplish  a  feat  it  can  be  hazarded 
no  other  religion  achieves — we  supply  for 
a  mere  song  an  actual  materialization  of 
the  Proletariat's  dream  :  to  wit,  such 
a  pair  of  boots  as  would  be  cheap  at  any 
price. 

"  Now  results  of  this  kind  cannot  be 
obtained  except  by  individualistic  inspira- 
tion working  freely  upon  a  basis  of  scienti- 
fic dogmas,  the  first  and  chief  of  which 
are  that  '  All  we  see  is  changed  by  the 
thought  present  in  the  mind  when  we  look,' 
that  '  We  see  everything  in  relation  to  our 
previous  experience ' ;  which  two  together 
imply  that  '  We  see  most  easily  those  things 
of  which  we  happen   to  he   thinking  or  of 
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which   we    have   had   previous   experience^ 
hut    only    with    difficulty    those    things    oj 
which    we    have    no    previous    experiefice.^ 
You  cannot  sell  even  the  most  mythologi- 
cally  perfect  pair  of  boots  to  a  man  whose 
mind  is  occupied  with  the  idea  of  buying 
a    bath,    or   with   an   idea    more   remote, 
such  as  the  death  of  his  mother  ;    nor  can 
you  sell  to  a  Pacific  islander  who  has  not 
yet  grasped  the  essential  nature  of  '  foot- 
wear.'    We  may  therefore  conclude  that, 
in  the  matter  of  pre-empting  the  religious 
Myth  of  the  Proletariat,  it  is  of  sovereign 
importance    that,    having    tabulated    in 
advance   the    dominant    characteristics   of 
such  an  hypothetical  religion  as  is  suitable 
to    our    purpose,    we    firmly   grasp    what 
elements    of    religion,    past    and    present, 
exist   in   the   soul   of  the   Proletariat,     in 
order  that  we  may  determine  the  nature 
of   such   accessory   characteristics    of   our 
hypothetical   religion   as   the   necessity   of 
rendering  it   acceptable   to   a   Proletariat 
carrying    the    afore-mentioned     elements 
may   demand,    so   that,    with    the   whole 
nature  of  our  hypothetical  religion  thus 
firmly  defined,  we  may  resolve,  once  for 
all,    upon    what    method    of   propagation 
we  should  do  best  to  employ. 
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"  Gentlemen,  I  hope  to  be  able  to 
solve  all  these  problems  simultaneously  by 
detailing  to  you  the  nature  of  our  require- 
ments, by  describing  the  characteristics 
of  such  an  hypothetical  religion  as  would 
suit  them,  and,  by  indicating  the  principles 
of  propagation  through  which  the  Prole- 
tariat should  be  put  in  the  way  of  acquiring 
such  a  religion.  If,  in  the  course  of  this 
inquiry,  we  should  find  ourselves  travelling 
toward  a  conclusion  to  some  of  us  perhaps 
a  little  startling  .  .  ." — the  Professor's 
eye  swept  past  Dr.  Ahasuerus — "  I  take 
leave  to  advise  that  we  do  not  at  once 
rashly  discard  those  conclusions.  For, 
gentlemen,  as  the  more  speculatively 
minded  of  you  very  well  understand, 
there  is  always  a  moment  to  dare  and  a 
moment  not  to  dare." 

Dr.  Ahasuerus  shifted  in  his  seat,  then 
once  more  remained  with  arms  folded  and 
sunken  gaze  rigidly  fixed  upon  the  speaker. 

"  And  may  I  remind  you,  gentlemen, 
that  it  will  be  yours,  wholly  yours,  to 
decide  whether  we  have  arrived  at  such  a 
moment.  I  am  not  here  to  exercise  suasion, 
but  to  tender  advice.  That  is  my  posi- 
tion, is  it  not,  Mr.  Magniferox  ?  " 

"To    a    T,"    said    Mr.     Magniferox, 
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smiling  first  at  Professor  Mammon  and 
then  at  the  audience. 

Professor  Mammon  took  a  turn  or  two 
up  and  down,  spun  abruptly  on  his  heel 
and  shot  out  a  hand. 

"  Now,  gentlemen,"  he  said  briskly, 
"  we  are  in  the  last  lap,  news  that  I  am 
sure  you  are  as  glad  to  hear  as  I  to  an- 
nounce. '  No  ?  '  That  is  very  kind  of 
you.  Let  the  measure  of  my  thanks  be 
the  brevity  of  my  close. 

"  Earlier  in  this  convention  we  were 
treated  to  an  oration,  which  none  of  us, 
I  think,  will  ever  forget.  Among  much 
high  matter,  my  distinguished  introducer 
inserted  a  question.  He  inquired,  '  What 
does  man  need,  what  has  man  always 
needed,  what  do  even  we  need,  but  what 
does  the  Proletariat  most  of  all  need  ?  ' 
And,  having  answered  '  That  which  saves,' 
he  proceeded  to  outline  for  us  the  Religion 
of  Law,  with  especial  reference  to  the 
great  theological  Dogma  of  the  Ineffable 
Mystery  of  the  Necessity  of  the  Struggle- 
to-Survive  as  the  Prime  Mover  under 
Evolution.  I  would  not,  even  if  I  could, 
recapitulate  the  arguments  of  that  stirring 
appeal.  Not  only  have  they  an  appearance 
of    sublime   incontrovertibility  in    them- 
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selves,  but  you  are  in  unanimous  agree- 
ment upon  them,  and  no  man  in  his 
senses  would  think  of  hazarding  a  dispute 
with  you  when  such  an  agreement  had 
been  reached.  Suffice  to  say  :  the  re- 
ligion we  wish  to  inculcate  is  one  of  an 
irrational  and  enduring  submission  to 
the  God  declared  by  Reason  to  be 
imminent  in  Evolution  and  manifest  in 
ourselves. 

"  So  much,  gentlemen,  for  your  require- 
ments (the  dominant),  now  for  mine 
(the  accessory),  characteristics  of  this 
hypothetical  religion,  through  the  agency 
of  which  we  hope  to  be  so  abundantly 
blessed.  You  have  signalled  to  me, 
turned  for  the  nonce  consulting  Herd- 
Psychologist,  that  your  will  is  that  this 
blasphemous  cult  of  '  Liberty  '  be  abol- 
ished and  another  cult  possessing  certain 
characteristics  substituted.  What  this 
cult  is,  is  of  no  great  consequence,  pro- 
vided that  its  chief  tenet  be  submission. 
Very  well. 

"  Now,  however  remarkable  the  doctrine 
of  a  particular  cult  may  be,  it  is  necessary 
that,  quite  apart  from  the  content  of 
those  doctrines,  the  cult  itself  should 
possess  certain  attributes  or  it  will  not  be 
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'  effectual ' — and  by  '  effectual '  I  mean 
of  such  a  nature  as  to  '  take,'  and,  having 
*  taken,'  to  persist  in  that  body  in  which 
it  is  diffused.  Substitution  cannot  pos- 
sibly be  effected  if  the  cult  to  be  sub- 
stituted possess  not  such  attributes  as 
the  technique  of  Applied  Herd-Psychology 
knows  how  to  adapt  to  its  own  use. 
Briefly,  the  cult  must  be  transmissible, 
and  not  only  transmissible  but  contain 
within  itself  some  principle  of  vitality, 
by  which  it  may  be  able  to  absorb  the 
forces  of  the  foreign  stock  whereon  it  is 
grafted,  and  constantly  increase  its  own 
stature.  We  must,  therefore,  postulate 
in  this  hypothetic  religion  of  ours,  first, 
a  certain  flexibility  to  allow  for  different 
conditions  of  life,  and,  second,  a  certain 
elasticity  to  allow  for  the  possibility  of 
growth." 

Dr.  Ahasuerus,  rising  precipitantly,  in- 
tervened.    His  voice  was  harsh. 

"  That  is,  if  you  will  allow  me,  precisely 
what  we  must  not  do.  There  must  be  no 
growth,  nor  any  possibility  of  it.  The 
developments  of  myth  are  mysterious. 
Let  us  avoid  them.  Growth  is  not  com- 
patible with  the  persistence  of  submission." 

Professor  Mammon  eyed  his  adversary, 
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then  smiled  indulgently  toward  the 
audience. 

"  If  my — um — impetuous  friend  will 
permit  me,  I  should  like  to  remind  him 
that  (as  I  have  more  than  once  repeated 
to-day)  the  Proletariat  must  be  per- 
mitted its  opiate  of  dream.  For  under 
Evolution  not  only  is  it  inadvisable  but 
it  is  impossible  to  frame  a  rigid  code  of 
rules  which  shall  meet  every  contin- 
gency." His  voice  took  on  a  slight  im- 
patience. "  I  hope  the  convention  will 
pardon  me  if  I  suggest  that  these  inter- 
ruptions do  not  assist  our  deliberations." 

"  Hear,  hear  !  "  sounded  from  several 
groups. 

"  I  thought  I  had  made  this  point 
earlier  in  my  address  when  I  stated  that 
'  in  the  sphere  of  psychological  forces,  only 
sentiments  can  battle  with  sentiments  and 
mental  representations  of  sentiments.^  The 
Proletariat  must  be  left  to  frame  its 
own  regulations  under  the  prompting 
of  the  myth  suggested  by  ourselves.  Do 
I  carrv  you  with  me,  gentlemen  ?  " 

"  Certainly." 

'•  I  thank  you.     Now " 

"  The    Proletariat "    persisted   Dr. 

Ahasuerus. 
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"  Sit  down  !  "  shouted  the  younger 
Brains  of  Power. 

Dr.  Ahasuerus  directed  upon  them  a 
sharp  glance,  seemed  to  reflect  a  moment, 
and  then  sat  down. 

"  To  resume.  Dr.  Ahasuerus  has  drawn 
attention  to  the  question  of  growth. 
I  am  glad  he  has  done  so.  It  is  of  an 
assistance  to  me  that  I  think  the  venerable 
Doctor  scarcely  looked  for.  By  allowing 
for  growth,  we  allow  for  a  deepening  of 
submission  toward  the  Ineffable  Mystery 
of  the  Doctrine  of  the  Survival-of-the- 
Fittest.  Gentlemen,  no  persons  become 
such  slaves  (I  use  the  word  in  no  objection- 
able sense)  as  those  that  make  slaves  of 
themselves.  When  religion,  without  issu- 
ing a  single  edict,  has  become  an  intense 
competition  as  to  who  shall  most  rever- 
ence the  fittest-to-survive,  I  take  it  that 
there  can  be  little  doubt  as  to  whether 
that  Doctrine  is  being  respected.  Can 
our  friend  answer  that  ?  Come  now, 
Dr.  Ahasuerus,  there's  a  chance  for  you  !  " 

Dr.  Ahasuerus  slowly  arose,  and  cast 
upon  his  opponent  a  look  of  disdain. 

"  There  is  no  such  religion,"  he  re- 
marked acidly,  "  and  never  will  be.  The 
Crovi^d,  so  long  as  it  is  a  crowd — that  is, 
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in  so  far  as  it  is  an  entity  capable  of 
envisaging  a  myth — always  has  been  and 
always  will  be  revolutionary.  I  deplore 
your  levity,  Professor  Mammon." 

Professor  Mammon  smiled  a  dangerous 
smile. 

"  Thank  you,  Dr.  Ahasuerus.  Now  we 
are  getting  at  it."  He  turned  to  the 
convention.  "  Dr.  Ahasuerus  deplores 
my  levity.  I  will  be  serious  then,  and 
tell  him  flatly  that  he  labours  under  a 
delusion  common  to  many  who,  having 
been  long  in  authority,  are  now  perhaps 
not  as  young  as  they  were.  The  old, 
with  a  few  notable  exceptions,  have 
always  dreaded  revolutions.  And  for  a 
good  reason  :  because  under  the  Struggle- 
to-Survive  they  are  less  fit  to  cope  with 
them."  Professor  Mammon  directed  a 
twinkle  toward  the  younger  Brains  of 
Power,  then,  shooting  a  glance  toward 
the  group  about  Mr.  M'Cluskie,  added, 
"  More  especially  when  they  are  not 
as  much  in  touch  with  the  mature  intelli- 
gences controlling  the  reins  of  Govern- 
ment as  aforetime." 

Mr.  M'Cluskie  nodded  judiciously. 
The  young  applauded. 
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Professor  Mammon  made  a  deprecatory- 
gesture,  smiled  with  his  teeth  at  Dr. 
Ahasuerus  and  with  his  eyes  at  Mr. 
M'Cluskie,  and  resumed  :  "  The  crowd, 
despite  the  contentions  of  our  friend, 
is  what  one  makes  it.  Long  ago,  Moreton 
Prince  and  Pierre  Janet  established  the 
existence,  according  to  them  only  under 
pathological  conditions,  of  multiple  per- 
sonalities. It  would  be  truer  to  assert 
that  we  each  possess  a  group  of  multiple 
personalities,  and  that  the  personality 
in  evidence  at  any  given  moment  depends 
upon  environment.  When  one  of  you, 
gentlemen,  speaks  to  his  butler,  his  valet, 
or  a  mere  artist,  it  is  not  the  same  per- 
sonality which  addresses  that  individual 
as  addresses  a  fellow-member  of  this 
convention  a  moment  later.  Both  More- 
ton  Prince  and  Pierre  Janet  were  able, 
having  thrown  the  subject  into  an  hyp- 
nosis, to  summon  up  whatever  personality 
they  wished.  To  address  the  Crowd  is  to 
address  a  collective  hypnosis.  From  that 
condition  of  hypnosis  the  skilful  Herd- 
Psychologist,  whether  a  professional  or 
an    inspired   amateur,   such   as    Napoleon 
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or  more  modern  '  spell- binder,'  can  call 
up  the  needed  personality  resident  in 
a  thousand  individuals.  In  all  of  us, 
gentlemen,  there  is  (I  speak  it  without 
disrespect)  a  demon  that  could  commit 
any  outrage,  and  there  is  also  (among 
an  interesting  variety  of  other  beings) 
a  hero.  Once  we  lose  the  capacity  for 
self-criticism,  once  we  feel  the  irrespon- 
sible anonymity  that  belongs  to  the  Man- 
of-the-Crowd,  we  are  at  the  mercy  of 
complexes  no  longer  suppressed.  The 
Herd-Psychologist  has  but  to  speak  the 
word  and  the  murderers  of  the  father- 
land  or  saviours  of  the  mother-hnd  step 
forward  by  the  hundred.  It  is  the 
violence  of  the  Crowd  that  deceives  our 
venerable  friend  into  postulating  an  in- 
variable revolutionary  tendency  in  the 
Crowd.  Such  rebellions  and  destructive 
outbursts  are  always  transitory.  Aban- 
doned to  itself  the  Crowd  soon  wearies 
of  disorder.  For  the  one  inalienable 
characteristic  of  all  the  personalities  sum- 
monable  from  individualities  in  the 
'  Crowd-state  '  is  that  which  also  char- 
acterizes the  '  subject  '  in  hypnosis  : 
namely,  servility.  It  was  the  proudest 
and  most  intractable  of  the  Jacobins 
18 
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who  most  energetically  acclaimed  Bona- 
parte when  he  suppressed  liberty  and 
made  felt  his  hand  of  iron." 

Professor  Mammon  shrugged  his 
shoulders. 

"  So  much  for  the  contentions  of  Dr. 
Ahasuerus  with  regard  to  the  alleged 
invariable  revolutionary  tendencies  of  the 
Crowd  !  " 

The  Brains  of  Power  applauded. 

"  Gentlemen,  I  have,  I  am  glad  to 
say,  managed  to  make  this  excursus  not 
entirely  useless,  for  it  brings  me  to  the 
further  characteristics  which  this  hypo- 
thetical religion  of  ours  must  possess  if  it 
is  to  '  take  '  and  persist  when  it  has  taken. 
Not  only  must  it  possess  '  flexibility  ' 
and  '  elasticity,'  but  it  must  possess  above 
all  '  Prestige,'  which  in  turn  depends  to  a 
certain  extent  on  familiarity. 

"  Fortunately,  as  I  said  just  now,  what 
characterizes  the  Crowd  is  not  a  spirit  of 
revolt.  Conservatism  and  servility  always 
go  together  :  witness  the  patriarchal 
state.  The  conservatism  of  the  Crowd 
is  similar  to  that  of  primitive  beings. 
The  Crowd's  fetish-like  respect  ^or  tradi- 
tions is  absolute  :  it  has  an  unconscious 
horror   of  novelties.     Had   there   existed 
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at  the  time  of  the  invention  of  mechanical 
looms  or  the  introduction  of  steam- 
power  and  railways  such  a  democracy 
as  exists  to-day,  these  inventions  would 
have  been  impossible  or  would  have  been 
achieved  at  the  cost  of  revolutions  and 
massacres.  Fortunate  indeed  for  this 
civilization  of  ours  must  we  account  it 
that  democracy  did  not  forestall  by  its 
birth  these  benefactions,  on  which  reposes 
the  highest  civilization  yet  known  to 
man  !  For  the  same  reason  it  is  absolutely 
imperative  that  our  hypothetical  religion 
be  founded  on  or  contain  very  large 
elements  of  what  is  now  (or  has  been  in 
the  past)  matter  thoroughly  familiar  to 
the  Proletariat. 

"  It  must  be  a  religion  which  will,  in 
popular  parlance,  '  strike  a  familiar  chord  ' 
in  the  souls  of  the  most  varied  races. 
For  the  Science  of  Applied  Herd-Psy- 
chology few  factors  can  compare  in  im- 
portance with  that  of  race.  Napoleon 
possessed  a  remarkable  insight  into  the 
mass  psychology  of  the  people  over  whom 
he  reigned,  but  that  of  alien  races,  and 
of  the  English  in  particular,  he  did  not 
comprehend.  That  was  the  sole  basis 
of  his  later  troubles.    With  all  his  insight 
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he  trusted  Talleyrand  (who,  it  must 
nevertheless  be  allowed,  possessed  a  subtle 
if  limited  kind  of  intelligence)  when  this 
minister  informed  him  that  Spain  would 
receive  his  soldiers  '  as  liberators.'  Spain 
received  them  as  beasts  of  prey.  And 
similarly  in  the  First  World  War  Germany 
mistook  the  mass  psychology  of  England 
and  the  United  States.  True  it  is,  of 
course,  that  with  our  standardization  of 
so  many  products  the  psychology  of  the 
masses  in  all  countries  has  undergone 
some  modification  by  reason  of  the  change 
in  the  social  heritage.  Basic  racial  char- 
acteristics do  not,  however,  undergo  very 
swift  mutations — first,  for  the  reason  that 
the  racial  stocks  beneath  us  do  not  seem 
to  cross-breed  so  freely  as  do  we  (brain  is 
always  international,  brawn  is  not),  and, 
second,  because  of  that  immense  power  I 
mentioned  earlier  :  the  Tyranny  of  the 
Dead. 

"  Our  hypothetical  religion,  then,  must 
possess  such  a  variety  of  special  character- 
istics as  shall  supply  it  with  a  suitable 
appearance  of  individual  appeal  to  every 
race  concerned,  who  will  not  fail  to 
discover  in  our  religion  whatever  char- 
acteristic   seems    familiar    and    therefore 
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acceptable      to      itself.       Such      special 
characteristics " 

"  Enough !  "  cried  Dr.  Ahasuerus. 
"  You  are  about  to  propose " 

"  Such  special  characteristics "  con- 
tinued Professor  Mammon.  .   .   . 

"  Impostor,  I  give  you  five  more 
minutes " 

A  prolonged  hiss  arose.  Dr.  Ahasuerus 
appeared  not  to  notice  it. 

"  And  then  I  will  expose  you — you 
Judas  !  " 

Professor  Mammon  flinched  as  if 
struck  on  the  face.  The  Brains  of  Power 
cried  "  Shame  !  "  A  young  member 
at  the  back  of  the  chamber  provoked  a 
laugh,  shouting  "  Taisez-vous,  vieux 
Jeremie  !  " 

Dr.  Ahasuerus  sat  down.  Professor 
Mammon,  passing  a  hand  across  his 
brow,  appeared  much  distressed.  The 
Brains  of  Power  nodded  sympathetic 
encouragement.  Professor  Mammon  cast 
a  look  at  Mr.  Magniferox.  Mr.  Magni- 
ferox,  flickering  an  eyelid  toward  the 
stiffened  mien  of  Dr.  Ahasuerus,  arose 
and  remarked  tersely,  "  I  must  ask  my 
guests  to  restrain  themselves." 
Apologize  !  "  cried  a  voice. 


ii 
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Dr.   Ahasuerus   did  not   even   turn  his 
head. 

Professor  Mammon  coughed,  looked  at 
Dr.  Ahasuerus  as  if  waiting  .  .  .  then 
smiled  the  smile  of  Sodoma's  St.  Sebastian 
sadly  beaming  upon  the  arrows,  and 
resumed  :  "  Such  special  characteristics 
must,  however,  derive  their  power  largely 
from  a  commanding  central  element. 
That  central  element,  gentlemen,  is  what 
is  known  as  Prestige.  Whatever  in  the 
world's  history  has  been  a  ruling  power 
— mark  that  phrase,  gentlemen,  '  a  ruling 
power  ' — whether  it  be  an  idea  or  a 
man,  has  in  the  main  enforced  its  authority 
by  means  of  this  insubstantial  but  irre- 
sistible force  known  to  Herd-Psychology 
as  '  Prestige.'  The  Roman  Empire  was  in 
no  way  maintained  by  martial  might,  but 
by  the  religious  awe  it  inspired.  '  Pres- 
tige '  is  a  sort  of  dominion  exercised  on 
the  mind  by  an  idea,  a  work  or  an  individ- 
ual. This  domination  entirely  paralyses 
our  critical  faculty,  fills  our  souls  with 
astonishment  and  respect,  and  evokes  a 
sentiment  that  would  be  inexplicable  did 
we  not  know  that  sentiment  to  be  a 
Crowd-sentiment  and  therefore  of  the 
nature    of   hypnotic    fascination.      '  Pres- 
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tige '  is  the  source  of  all  authority. 
Neither  a  man,  a  woman,  a  king  nor  a 
God  have  ever  reigned  without  it.  Our 
hypothetical  religion,  then,  must  possess  a 
colossal  '  prestige,'  and,  to  be  fully  effec- 
tive, this  '  prestige  '  must  consist  of  an 
ample  allowance  of  both  principal  forms 
of  '  prestige  '  :  '  acquired  prestige  '  and 
'  personal  prestige.' 

"  '  Acquired  prestige  '  is  historical,  at- 
taches itself  to  institutions  and  is  the 
more  common,  being  the  consecration 
bestowed  by  time  and  usage,  often  enough 
noble.  Somewhat  formal,  it  invests  the 
cardinal  with  his  vermilion  train  and  the 
judge  with  his  fur  tippet,  and,  in  so 
doing,  increases  its  dominion.  Festivals, 
liturgies,  pomps,  golden  clarions  and 
tasselled  standards,  the  solemnity  of  pag- 
eantry splendours,  every  accessory  which 
cloaks  in  circumstance  of  glory  the  Dra- 
conian apprenticeship  the  dead  impose 
upon  the  living,  beats  down  the  eyes  and 
smothers  the  individual  will.  Justice 
without  the  scarlet  of  blood,  scrolls 
black  and  white  as  ermine,  scales  of  formal 
disquisition,  cap  of  infallibility,  and  stark 
sword  of  judgment  would  be  no  more 
justice.     Humankind  would  not  obey  it. 
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Rite  and  ceremony  deliver  man  from  the 
incertitude  of  his  troubled  heart.  Thanks 
to  them  he  recognizes  under  all  circum- 
stances where  he  should  stand,  the  words 
he  should  utter,  and  what  thoughts 
should  be  his.  The  Emperor  passes — the 
republican  doffs  his  hat  ;  the  ecclesiastic 
elevates  the  cup,  ring  or  mirror — awe 
falls  upon  the  scoffer.  The  most  in- 
dependent of  men,  the  most  sceptical 
thinker,  submits  to  the  august,  potent 
and  inexplicable  cipher  of  acquired  pres- 
tige. Religious,  as  politic,  belief  is 
founded  on  faith.  But  faith  without 
the  ritual  of  ceremony,  which  is  the 
livery  of  acquired  prestige,  has  no 
perpetuity." 

The  Brains  of  Power  applauded  respect- 
fully. 

"  '  Personal  prestige,'  "  continued  the 
Professor  quietly,  "  is  of  quite  another 
nature.  More  mysterious,  it  aispenses 
with  titles,  degree,  scrip,  ceremonial — 
for  before  the  face  of  that  which  advances 
as  if  by  a  spell,  these  juggleries  are  at 
best  but  superfluous.  Gods,  heroes,  dog- 
mas, Buddha,  Jeanne  d'Arc,  the  Rights 
of  Man  win  their  way  in  the  world  of 
their  own  inward  strength." 
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The  Professor  paused  to  lift  an  admon- 
ishing finger. 

"  It  is  particularly  to  be  remarked, 
however,  that  prestige  ever  has  its  focal 
point — and  that  focal  point  is  always  the 
figure  of  some  peculiar  person  or  persons, 
or  of  some  symbol  connected  with  a  person 
or  persons." 

Dr.  Ahasuerus,  his  countenance  dark 
with  that  inner  vehemence  of  the  East 
which  seems  to  eat  away  the  very  core  of 
whomsoever  it  possesses,  made  as  if  to 
rise.  Then,  remarking  the  scowls  that 
greeted  the  motion,  once  more  sank 
back  with  an  air  of  one  biding  his 
time. 

"  The  reason  for  this  focus,"  continued 
Professor  Mammon,  without  the  least 
indication  that  he  had  observed  the 
occurrence,  "  is  not  far  to  seek.  It  is 
the  very  same  which  has  already  produced 
so  many  curiosities  in  my  discourse, 
namely,  that  the  Crowd's  thinking  is 
Undirected  Thinking.  The  ideas  of  the 
Crowd,  which  are  in  reality  nothing  but 
systems  of  ideal  compensations  and  defence 
mechanisms  for  inner  conflicts,  present 
themselves  in  a  series  of  images.  The 
reason  of  the  Individual,  though  it  may 
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not  acknowledge  the  system  behind  the 
series,  will  at  any  rate  acknowledge  the 
fallacy  of  attributing  any  exterior  validity 
to  a  series  of  images,  whose  only  apparent 
connection  is  accidental  association  in 
the  mind.  But  the  Crowd  is  quite 
blind  to  any  such  truths,  and  consequently 
cannot  solve  problems.  Its  mode  of 
reasoning,  in  so  far  as  that  can  be  con- 
sidered a  mode  of  reasoning  at  all,  wherein 
all  the  Laws  of  Reason  are  disregarded, 
is  primitive — similar  to  the  reasoning 
of  the  savage  who  concludes  that  by 
eating  the  heart  of  his  courageous  adver- 
sary he  can  acquire  his  adversary's  courage. 
Similarly,  as  the  improbable  in  experiment 
does  not  exist  for  the  Crowd,  so  the 
impossible  does  not  exist  in  observation. 
Among  the  images  before  it  the  Crowd 
does  not  distinguish  fact  from  fancy, 
a  phenomenon  which  affords  us  an  ex- 
planation of  the  mischievous  endemic 
vogue  of  itnag~ma.ti\e  poetry — nonsense 
which,  as  we  have  seen,  brought  the 
misguided  young  reader  of  Shelley  to 
so  premature  an  end  among  the  ruins 
of  Mr.  Magniferox's  Trinitrotoluene 
factory." 

"  Hear,  hear  !  "  put  in   the  M'Cluskie. 
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"  If  a  man  maun  read  poetry,  let  him 
read  Burrns." 

"  Quite  so,"  returned  Professor  Mam- 
mon, bowing — "  that  is,  if  a  mere  out- 
lander  may  express  his  opinion." 

Mr.  M'Cluskie  was  entranced.  "  Yon's 
a  reight  chiel,"  he  proclaimed  to  his 
companions.  "  A  wull  vote  fur  him 
and  his  contraptions.  Fur  a  furinner 
yon's  reely  a  vurra  senseeble  man." 

9 

Professor  Mammon  rubbed  his  hands, 
took  a  step  or  two  and  continued  : 

"  Gentlemen,  I  have  kept  you  long. 
Others  are  impatient  to  discountenance 
my  argument.  What — '  No  '  ?  But  they 
are  ! — at  any  rate,  one  is.  You  laugh, 
but  for  me  it  is  no  laughing  matter. 
I  have  devoted  my  life — I  think  I  may 
say  a  laborious  life,  gentlemen,  a  labori- 
ous life — to  this  subject,  but  for  all 
that  Doctor  .  .  .  errr  .  .  .  um  .  .  .  Dr. 
Ahasuerus  knows  better.  I  will  therefore 
detain  you  but  a  moment  longer  :  you 
have  been  very  patient.  May  I  ask  you, 
during  these  concluding  moments,  to 
pay  particular  attention  to  a  phrase  of 
which  I  have  just  made  use.     I  said  that 
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'  the  Crowd's  ideas  .  .  .  present  them- 
selves ...  in  a  series  of  images.'*  '  A 
series  of  images,'  gentlemen,"  Professor 
Mammon  clapped  his  hands,  ^''  '  a  series 
of  images  ' — does  that  call  up  any  special 
association  in  your  minds  }  Recall  now 
the  habits,  I  fear  I  cannot  call  them 
pleasures,  of  the  Proletariat  in  so  far 
as  you  may  chance  to  be  acquainted 
with  them.  Of  one  habit  you  have  no 
need  to  make  certain,  you  have  made 
so  already  :  the  Proletariat  labours.  And 
after  that  ?  You  do  not  know.  And,  as 
you  remark,  how  can  you  know  ? — for  it 
produces  nothing.  Outside  the  factory 
the  Proletariat  is  lazy.  It  neither  im- 
proves the  breed  of  horses  by  hunting  the 
fox  or  encourages  the  arts  by  discussion 
of  artists.  It  sits  still,  alleging  fatigue, 
and  suffers  its  faculties  to  grow  dim. 
It  is,  in  fact,  good  for  nothing  save  to 
sit  and  listen  and  stare,  and  one  would 
think  it  dead  or  dying  but  that,  carried 
into  the  country  and  back  again  in  a 
char-a-banc,  or  heaped  along  benches  in 
stand  or  gallery,  it  sometimes  rouses 
itself  to  marvel  perfunctorily  at  the 
scutcheons  on  the  gates  of  a  nobleman's 
park,  to  yelp  by  thousands  at  a  football 
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match  in  which  none  but  professionals 
take  part,  or  to  whistle  desolately  at  a 
music-hall  player  whose  song  and  dance 
it  does  not  share.  The  Proletariat  does 
not  read  or  reads  very  little,  and  only 
those  particular  items  which  it  cannot 
gather  from  the  voices  of  the  radio- 
amplifying  machines,  now,  owing  to  the 
energy  and  genius  of  the  company  which 
Mr.  Magniferox  controls,  installed  in  all 
public  squares  and  buildings  in  all  civilized 
countries. 

"  The  Blastophones  have,  in  fact,  en- 
tirely superseded  the  newspapers  for 
immediate  news.  Through  them  the  Pro- 
letariat learns  the  great  public  news  as 
soon  as  the  exchanges  give  it  out.  You, 
who  each  have  your  own  private  radio, 
do  not  perhaps  realize  how  dependent 
upon  the  Blastophone  the  Proletariat 
has  become.  Every  evening  all  over 
Europe  and  America  so  it  stands,  so  it 
stares,  so  it  listens,  in  its  ears  receiving 
a  series  of  sounds,  so  framed  (for  in  this 
manner  news  becomes  most  vivid)  as  to 
present  to  its  eyes  a  series  of  images,  thus  : 

WORKMAN  RAZORS  WIFE  : 

STRINGS  SELF  UP. 
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Or— 

BALL  OF  MRS.  MAGNIFEROX 

PRESENTS  SPARKLING  SEA 

OF  DIAMONDS. 

And  where,  then,  does  it  go,  this  being 
who  has  laboured  and  eaten  and  listened 
and  wondered,  and  would  not  sleep  as 
yet  ?  Dance,  play,  sing  it  cannot,  having 
seemingly  forgotten  how,  though  why 
we  know  not,  who  have  instructed  it 
how  to  do  all  these  things.  Drink 
has  wisely  been  forbidden  it — but  in 
the  depths  of  its  being  there  burns  a 
more  mortal  thirst.  It  desires — what  ? 
Some  small  criminal  and  foolish  fraction 
of  it  sets  off  to  obscure  dens  to  plot 
against  us  or  to  become  more  unfit  in 
squalid  dissipation.  Revolution  and  revelry 
are,  however,  always  the  occupations  of 
small  minorities  ;  both  require  a  head 
which  the  majority  lacks.  What,  then, 
does  the  figure,  the  dupe  of  dreams, 
crave  as  it  stands  in  the  square  with  its 
arms  hanging  at  its  sides  ?  ...  let  me 
whisper  it,  gentlemen  .   .   .  you  know  the 
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answer     already  ...  it     craves     images, 

IMAGES,   IMAGES,  A  SERIES  OF  IMAGES." 

The  convention  had  become  totally 
still.  The  eyes  of  Dr.  Ahasuerus  did  not 
leave  his  adversary's  face. 

"  Images,  a  series  of  images.  .  .  ." 

"  And  we  give  them  !  "  shouted  Pro- 
fessor Mammon,  striking  palm  upon  fist. 
There  was  something  ferocious  in  his 
bonhomie,  something  terrible  in  the 
explosion  of  his  laughter.  "  We  give 
them  :  thousands,  tens  of  thousands, 
hundreds  of  thousands,  millions,  billions 
of  them,  eighteen  to  the  foot,  all  coloured, 
and  hundreds  of  feet  through  the  machine 
per  minute  and  hundreds  of  thousands 
of  such  machines  projecting  images  .  .  . 
machines  whirring  in  Paris,  Petrograd, 
Chicago  .  .  .  whirring  in  Winnipeg,  War- 
saw, Naples  .  .  .  whirring  in  San  Fran- 
cisco, Marseilles,  Breslau,  Salonica  .  .  . 
images,  images,  a  hundred  thousand  images 
to  a  mile,  and  every  one  of  those  images 
speeding  through  the  soul  of  the  Pro- 
letariat. 

"  Gentlemen,  gentlemen,  the  man  who 
projects  one  meaning,  and  that  meaning 
a  religious  meaning,  into  those  images, 
rules  the  world  !  " 
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"  No  !  "  cried  Dr.  Ahasuerus,  but  his 
voice  was  drowned  in  wave  upon  wave  of 
applause. 

Professor  Mammon  lifted  a  hand. 
"  One  minute  more,  gentlemen,  and 
I  shall  have  done."  He  took  a  step 
forward.  "  We  have  rounded  the  last 
lap  ;  we  are  in  the  straight  for  home  ! 
Yes,  gentlemen  !  "  He  shot  up  his 
arm  as  one  who  signals  a  charge.  The 
sonority  of  his  voice  took  on  a  ringing 
timbre.  The  gathering  crescendo  of  his 
repetitions  had  the  character  of  trium- 
phant strophes  in  a  paean  : 

"  Gentlemen,  there  is  a  religion  whose 
chief  tenet  is  submission 

"  Gentlemen,  there  is  a  religion  that  is 
transmissible,  flexible,  elastic 

'*  Gentlemen,  there  is  a  religion  pos- 
sessed of  a  supreme,  a  God  -  given 
prestige " 

At  the  conclusion  of  each  clause  Pro- 
fessor Mammon  brought  down  his  arm  in 
a  sweep  which  simultaneously  resembled 
the  stroke  of  a  swordsman,  of  a  symphony 
conductor,  of  a  referee  counting  out  a 
pugilist,  of  a  circus-master  cracking  a 
piglet  through  a  hoop.  At  each  stroke 
all  the  Brains  of  Power,  save  Ahasuerus, 


GOLGOTHA  iff  CO.         289 

ducked  simultaneously  like  geese,  like 
iron  filings  bobbing  on  a  magnet,  like  a 
line  of  Mandarins  curtsying  before  the 
swish  of  a  scimitar. 

"  Gentlemen,  there  is  a  religion,  ob- 
scured now,  but  familiar 

"  Gentlemen,  there  is  a  religion  pos- 
sessing special  characteristics  of  appeal  to 
every  race 

"  Gentlemen,  there  is  a  religion  in 
which  personal  prestige  has  been  con- 
tinued and  increased  by  acquired  pres- 
tige  

"  Gentlemen,  there  is  a  religion  entirely 
focused  about  the  image  of  a  particular 
figure  and  a  particular  symbol 

"  Gentlemen,  that  religion  is  ready 
to " 

Dr.  Ahasuerus's  chair  fell  backward  with 
a  crash. 

"  Gentlemen,  the  name  of  that  religion 
is " 

"  Christianity  !     Dare  he  deny  it  ?  " 

Scarcely  seemed  it  possible  so  thunder- 
ous a  tone  could  have  issued  from  the 
quivering  and  emaciated  figure  of  Dr. 
Ahasuerus. 

The  Brains  of  Power  goggled  at  him. 

"  I  do  not  deny  it.    I  am  proud  of  it  !  " 

19 
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returned  Professor  Mammon.  "  That, 
gentlemen,  is  the  solution  !  We  must 
raise  the  cross  till  it  towers  from  nadir 
to  zenith  and  embraces  in  its  arms  the 
entire  circle  of  the  earth.  And,  gentle- 
men, the  chief  instrument  by  which " 

"  That  is  not  the  solution.  And  if  it 
were " 

"  And  why  not  ?  "  inquired  Professor 
Mammon,  facing  unexpectedly  about. 
"  Come  now,  why  not  f  "  His  tone  was 
genial,  but  brisk. 

"  Hear,  hear  !  That's  the  style  !  "  cried 
eager  voices. 

"  Come,  Dr.  Ahasuerus,  let  us  beat 
about  the  bush  no  longer,  but  have 
your  reasons.     Only  let  us  keep  cool." 

The  Brains  of  Power  unanimously 
applauded. 

"  Something  constructive  .  .  ."  inter- 
jected a  voice. 

Mr.  Magniferox  arose.  "  I  must  re- 
quest Dr.  Ahasuerus  to  be  brief.  So 
far  he  has  not  succeeded  in  producing  a 
single  contention  which  our  forbearing 
and  distinguished  visitor  has  not  very 
quickly  disposed  of." 

"  Allons,  prophetisez  vieux  Hab- 
akkuk  !  " 
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Professor  Mammon,  casting  a  stern 
glance  toward  the  mocker,  stroked  his 
moustaches,  planted  his  feet  wide  apart, 
placed  the  tips  of  his  fingers  together 
and,  fixing  veiled  eyes  on  the  audience, 
composed  himself  to  listen. 

"  I  must  request  the  Doctor,"  added 
Mr.  Magniferox,  "  to  endeavour  to  con- 
fine himself  to  essentials — which  are  not 
the  tenets  of  Confucianism  or  the  neces- 
sity of  Atheism,  but  whether  we  shall 
adopt  what  I  can  only  say  I  regard  as  the 
inspired  proposals  of  Professor  Mammon. 
Finally,  let  me  ask  Dr.  Ahasuerus  to 
reflect  upon  the  fact  that  he  cannot  but 
perceive  he  is  in  a  most  remarkable 
minority." 

"  Thank  you,"  said  Professor  Mammon. 
"  Now,  Dr.  Ahasuerus,  pray  proceed. 
We  are  all  attention." 


10 

Dr.  Ahasuerus  appeared  for  a  moment 
at  a  loss.  It  became  clear  that  he  was 
making  a  great  effort  to  contain  the 
emotion  which  possessed  him.  When  at 
last  he  spoke,  his  voice  was  as  if  half 
strangled  by  suppressed  fury. 
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"  First,  then — Christianity  no  longer 
exists.     It  has  expired.     Second " 

"  One  point  at  a  time,  please.  Did  1 
not  prove  the  Crowd  conservative  ?  Which 
means  that  no  God  ever  dies.  Only  after 
many  centuries  of  prayer  offered,  sleep 
overcomes  him — for  from  that  need  not 
even  the  gods  are  exempt.  Science  calls 
such  beliefs  dormant.  When  he  is  needed 
He  will  arise — for  what  is  He  but  the 
projection  of  that  need  ?  Do  I  satisfy 
you,  gentlemen  ?  " 

The  Brains  of  Power  nodded. 

"  Vurra  remarkable,"  said  Mr.  M'Clus- 
kie,  "  though  speaking  on  behalf  o'  the 
Auld  Kirk,  A  maun  misdoot  whether,  as 
fur  as  A  could  understand  it,  it  was  sae 
necessary." 

"  Mankind,  Professor  Mammon,"  re- 
turned Dr.  Ahasuerus  sharply,  "  has 
learned  by  bitter  experience  and  is  weary 
of  that  belief." 

"  Hoots,  man  !  "  exclaimed  M'Cluskie, 
"  the  fellow's  naething  but  a  raging, 
ranting  atheist."  His  companions  re- 
strained the  exacerbated  Christian  cham- 
pion with  difficulty. 

Professor  Mammon  permitted  himself 
the  fifth  cousin  of  a  smile. 
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Have    they  ?  "    he    inquired    gently. 

Does  the  Proletariat  learn  by  experi- 
ence ?  Come,  Dr.  Ahasuerus,  do  you 
mean  to  pretend  to  this  convention  that 
you  can  do  no  better  than  that  ?  Has 
our  friend  never  heard  the  old  saw  that 
the  only  lesson  humanity  never  learns 
from  history  is  that  humanity  never 
learns  from  it  ?  And  for  the  most  ele- 
mentary reasons  :  first,  the  Proletariat 
has  never  thirsted  after  Truth  but  always 
believed  that  which  it  wished  to  believe, 
and  consequently  rejected  evidence  not 
to  its  taste  ;  second,  there  have  never 
been  wanting  those  to  supply  for  their 
own  advantage  evidence  more  palatable  ; 
third,  since,  under  the  impetus  of  genera- 
tion followdng  upon  generation,  the  Pro- 
letariat is  always  new,  the  old  myth  is 
always  new." 

The  Brains  of  Power  tittered. 

"  Science  has  slain  that  myth  !  " 

"  Impossible.  The  Proletariat  is  in- 
capable of  Directed  Thinking  and  con- 
sequently cannot,  even  if  it  would,  sub- 
ject its  belief  to  scientific  analysis.  True, 
none  the  less,  it  is,"  remarked  Professor 
Mammon  reasonably,  addressing  rather 
the   audience   than   his   opponent,    "  that 
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for  Science  Christianity  is  become  hardly 
more  than  a  veritable  myth  of  myths. 
That  fact,  however,  does  not  affect  its 
power — albeit  I  admit  the  objection  of 
Dr.  Ahasuerus  may,  at  first  sight,  seem 
to  carry  weight.  For  has  not  my  old 
friend  Professor  Smutt  most  conclusively 
proved  by  quoting  the  '  Blood  and  Fire  !  ' 
motto  of  the  Salvation  Army  that  Christ 
is  but  the  symbol  of  the  sexual  impulse 
of  infant  Hindoos  ? — thus  laying  for  ever 
the  brilliant  (but  overbold)  suggestion  of 
Professor  Blcight,  till  then  universally 
obtaining  in  higher  scientific  circles,  that 
he  was  to  be  considered  but  as  the  seasonal 
emanation  of  the  spirit  of  the  egg-plant  ? 
Alas,  the  Proletariat,  incapable  of  such 
marvels  of  Directed  Thinking,  has  always 
lacked  wit  to  appreciate  these  discoveries. 
Only  myth  can  replace  myth."  He 
paused,  and  shot  a  sudden  glance  at 
Dr.  Ahasuerus.  "  But  I  make  bold  to 
hazard  the  worthy  doctor  is  not  playing 
the  game  in  earnest.  Let  me  tell  him 
to  his  face,  then,  that  I  feel  behind  his 
surface  objections  more  radical  and  total 
disagreements.  Can  it  be  that  he  does 
not  care  to  avow  them  ?  " 

Dr.  Ahasuerus  glowered.    He  bit  his  lips. 
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"  Shall  I  frame  those  disagreements  for 
him  ?    Must  I,  Dr.  Ahasuerus  ?  " 

"  No  !  " 

Dr.  Ahasuerus  turned  to  the  conven- 
tion. "  You  shall  have  it  then  ! — ^you  are 
about  to  encourage  the  creation  of  some- 
thing fatal ;  the  formation  of  crowds " 

"  Pardon  me,"  intervened  Magniferox, 
"  but  I  would  remind  the  speaker  that 
that  is  not  what  is  proposed.  We  are 
merely  going  to  control  the  myth  of  those 
crowds  already  in  existence." 

But  Dr.  Ahasuerus  paid  him  no  atten- 
tion. Hands  clenched  together  upon  his 
breast,  he  leaned  forward  and  spoke  with 
a  hoarse  ferocity. 

"  History  informs  us  that  from  the 
moment  the  moral  forces  on  which 
civilization  begins  to  decay  (as  this  very 
afternoon  we  have  received  evidence  that 
they  are  beginning  to  decay),  the  final 
dissolution  of  that  civilization  is  always 
brought  about  by  the  unconscious  and 
brutal  forces  of  the  Crowd.  Our  duty  is 
not  to  encourage  integration,  but  division. 
'Divide  and  rule,'  said  the  Roman.  The 
centuries  have  added  nothing  to  that 
supreme  axiom  of  the  Science  of  Govern- 
ment." 
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"  I  will  answer  you,"  cried  Professor 
Mammon  with  fire,  "  and  in  one  word — 
'  Sect  I  '  Intolerance  and  fanaticism  are 
the  necessary  accompaniments  of  the 
religious  sentiment  :  the  Jacobins  of  the 
Reign  of  Terror  were  at  heart  as  religious 
as  the  Inquisitors  of  Philip  of  Spain.  I 
appeal  to  you,  gentlemen  :  which  is  more 
dangerous  —  competition  to  secure  the 
sovereignty  of  the  earth,  or  to  possess 
the  Kingdom  of  Heaven  ?  " 

The  Brains  of  Power  applauded. 

"  The  time  may  come,"  cried  Dr. 
Ahasuerus,  "  when  humanity  will  unite 
under  this  religion — for  there  is  in  it  some 
principle  the  nature  of  which  Science 
has  never  been  able  to  determine." 

"  I  scarcely  think  it.  No  cult  founded 
upon  mutual  liberties  has  ever  competed 
in  sectual  animosity  with  this  religion 
founded  on  the  bond  of  love." 

Dr.  Ahasuerus's  breathing  became  la- 
boured. He  shook  from  head  to  heel. 
"  This  convention  would  conjure  with 
forces  it  does  not  comprehend  and  will 
not  be  able  to  control.  The  Crowd  is 
easily  intoxicated.  Crowds,  especially 
religious  crowds,  believe  themselves  in- 
vulnerable and  consequently  omnipotent. 
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Crowds  it  is  that  have  furnished  the 
torrents  of  blood  necessary  to  the  triumph 
of  every  faith.  And  faith,  the  creator  of 
Crowds,  always  was,  is  now  and  ever  will 
be  the  enemy  of  good  government  !  " 

Voices  from  among  the  younger  Brains 
of  Power  called  "  Shame  !     Withdraw  !  " 

"  Yes,  the  enemy  !  "  reiterated  Dr. 
Ahasuerus,  with  extreme  vehemence, 
"  Your  salvation  lies  only  one  way  : 
create  individuals.  Science  is  not  bank- 
rupt. It  has  had  and  should  have  no 
share  in  building  up  the  Crowd.  Science 
promises  Truth.  Indifferent  to  our  feel- 
ings, deaf  to  lamentations,  it  proffers  no 
such  dangerous  illusions  as  are  the  curse 
of  faith,  which  promises  us  a  happiness 
and  a  perfection  impossible  in  a  universe 
to  be  constituted  as  Science  shows  us  this 
universe  to  be."  Dr.  Ahasuerus  struck  his 
hands  together.  "  If  you  must  persist  in 
this  ridiculous  adventure,  at  least  do  not 
let  Religion  and  the  Crowd!  be  your  battle- 
cry,  but  Science  and  the  Individual !  " 

The  Brains  of  Power  looked  at  one 
another,  then  all  eyes  turned  upon  Pro- 
fessor Mammon,  who  was  inhaling,  com- 
posedly enough,  the  perfume  of  his 
gardenia. 
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"  Gentlemen,"  Professor  Mammon  re- 
marked, raising  his  head  at  length  to 
disclose  an  amiable  twinkle,  "  it  seems 
to  me  that,  for  a  person  who  professes 
to  find  faith  an  enemy,  Dr.  Ahasuerus 
displays  considerable  warmth.  Nor  is 
this  to  be  wondered  at.  Dr.  Ahasuerus 
bids  us  pin  our  faith — or  should  I  say 
unfaith  ? — to  a  propaganda  of  Reason 
which  shall  create  individuals  believing — 
or  should  I  say  disbelieving  ? — in  Reason 
only.  Sound  advice,  perhaps — for  one  so 
reasonable  as  the  venerable  gentleman 
concerned,  did  I  not  recall  a  pretty  little 
parable  of  the  nineteenth-century  fabulist, 
Dostoievsky,  in  which  an  individual,  sud- 
denly illumined  by  the  light  of  Reason, 
destroys  his  ikon  and  extinguishes  its 
candles,  only,  a  moment  later,  to  replace 
the  ikon  by  the  heavy  tomes  of  atheistical 
authorities  and  with  a  fervent  expression 
to  light  the  candles  once  again.  You 
smile,  gentlemen.  Common  sense  assures 
you  that  faith  has  always  been  more  of  an 
inalienable  necessity  to  man  than  Reason, 
and,  let  me  add,  dearer  to  him.  And  not 
altogether  unaccountably  either,  since  it 
has  proved  a  deal  more  useful." 

The  Brains  of  Power  broke  into  a  cackle. 
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"  Let  us  at  any  rate  have  no  more 
Messiahs  !  " 

"  Assez  !  Assez,  Habakkuk  !  Vos  tur- 
lupinades  manquent  le  grand  style  anas- 
thematique  de  votre  grandpere  !  "  shouted 
the  young  Frenchman.  But  Dr.  Ahasuerus, 
a  sHght  dew  upon  his  forehead  and  his  eye- 
balls staring  like  those  of  a  blown  horse, 
was  not  to  be  quelled. 

"  The  age  of  Great  Men  is  over.  Such 
turn  the  head  of  humanity,  make  it  swell, 
and  thus  cost  a  thousand  times  more  than 
they  are  worth.  Humanity  is  powerless. 
Preach  that.''''  Dr.  Ahasuerus's  eyes  flashed 
fire.  For  one  moment  a  kind  of  dignity 
informed  his  sepulchretude.  "  Science 
will  afford  you  plenty  of  proof.  There  is 
no  servitude  comparable  with  that  observ- 
able upon  the  faces  of  those  who  deem 
themselves  brothers  in  despair  !  " 

Professor  Mammon  shot  out  a  hand. 

"  Despair,  Dr.  Ahasuerus  !  despair  ! — I 
was  waiting  for  that.  Is  that  what  you 
counsel  us  to  preach  ?  A  pretty  gospel. 
Have  you  never  heard  of  the  courage  of 
desperation  ?  Rob  man  of  hope  and  man 
will  rob  you.  '  Eat  and  drink,  for  to- 
morrow we  die.'  " 

"  There  is  a  deeper  despair  than  that," 
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replied  Dr.  Ahasuerus  sourly,  "  and  in  it 
man  neither  eats  nor  drinks." 

"  Then  A  wud  vurra  much  like  to  ask 
ye,  Dr.  Ahasueerus,"  M'Cluskie  interjected 
dryly,  "  how  he  is  gaun  to  wurk  ?  " 

"  Thank  you,"  said  Professor  Mammon, 
"  the  inquiry  is  indeed  pertinent.  Let 
me  in  addition  point  out  that  it  is  pre- 
cisely from  such  despair  as  Dr.  Ahasuerus 
describes  that  the  most  intractable  of  the 
Messiahs  he  detests  are  engendered.  And 
with  excellent  reason,  since  need,  the  creator 
of  myth,  is  then  at  its  most  powerful. 
And  if  that  despair  be  in  turn  deepened, 
then,  as  we  may  see  in  the  case  of  the 
Pacific  islanders  overwhelmed  by  the 
capacities  of  the  white  civilization  in  the 
nineteenth  and  twentieth  centuries,  Hu- 
manity loses  faith  in  its  Gods,  relinquishes 
the  very  will  to  live,  the  birth-rate  falls 
with  incredible  rapidity,  and  total  extinc- 
tion soon  follows." 

A  strange  shadow  traversed  the  withered 
visage  of  Dr.  Ahasuerus.  Its  passage  did 
not  escape  Professor  Mammon. 

"  But  Dr.  Ahasuerus  proposes  to  dis- 
people the  earth,  perhaps  ?  Quite  a 
number  of  questions  can,  it  is  true,  be 
settled  by  that  means,  but  wherein  precisely 
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the  profit  for  us,  who  are  none  too  numer- 
ous, will  reside,  remains  obscure." 

Dr.  Ahasuerus  licked  his  dry  lips,  appeared 
to  be  about  to  retort,  and  then  refrained. 
His  clenched  and  unclenched  fingers  did 
not  cease  to  writhe  upon  his  bosom. 

Mr.  Magniferox  arose.  "  I  think  I 
voice  the  feelings  of  this  convention,"  he 
said,  not  without  acerbity,  "  when  I  say 
that  this  discussion,  in  no  wise  provoked 
by  our  visitor,  does  not  further  the 
business  in  hand.  Dr.  Ahasuerus,  this 
convention  affords  you  one  more  oppor- 
tunity, and  one  only,  of  vindicating  your 
objections.  Once  again  I  suggest  that, 
if  possible,  your  contribution  should  be 
constructive.  Professor  Mammon  has,  I 
think,  established  beyond  dispute  that 
myth  is  necessary.  I  understood  you  to 
suggest  a  propaganda  for  Reason.  That 
suggestion  Professor  Mammon  has  proved 
totally  impracticable.  For  the  last  time, 
have  you  anything  positive  to  offer  ?  " 

The  face  of  Dr.  Ahasuerus  became  pale. 
His  eye  swept  the  hostile  faces.  Then, 
mastering  himself  by  a  prodigious  effort, 
he  cried,  "  I  suggest  that,  since  this  con- 
vention appears  agreed  upon  this  crazy 
project,  the  figure  to  be  substituted  for 
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'  Liberty  '  be  not  that  of  Jesus  Christ 
but  of  Siddhattha  Gautama." 

"  Wha  ?  "  said  Mr.  M'Cluskie. 

"  Buddha,"  said  Mr.  Magniferox 
shortly.     "  The  man  is  mad." 

He  addressed  himself  to  Dr.  Ahasuerus 
with  urbanity. 

*■'  Your  suggestion,  Dr.  Ahasuerus,  is,  I 
fear,  inadmissible  for  practical  reasons. 
I  hope  you  will  forgive  me  touching 
on  the  matter,  but  the  active  Western 
temperament  .   .  ." 

"  A  bas  les  Juifs  !  Conspuez  Israel !  " 
shouted  a  voice. 

The  flickering  light  in  the  Doctor's 
eyes  became  a  hyaena  glare.  His  hueless 
face  became  slightly  tinged  with  green. 

Professor  Mammon  intervened.  "  Per- 
haps," he  said  soothingly,  stroking  his 
beard,  "  Dr.  Ahasuerus  will  inform  us 
why  he  makes  so  singular  a  suggestion." 

"  I  will  !  "  cried  Dr.  Ahasuerus  savagely. 
"  It  is  simple.  This  great  earth  is  but 
the  altar  whereon  the  blood  of  man  is 
offered  to  the  Unknown.  Christianity 
believes  that  sacrifice  avails  the  generations 
to  come — that  one  day  this  foolish  demo- 
cratic brotherhood-in-hope  it  teaches  will 
be  perfected  in  the  assumption  of  common 
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citizenship  in  the  City  of  God,  and  that 
that  City  of  God  will  be  set  up  not  in 
heaven,  but  on  earth.  Always  the  martyrs 
of  this  faith  have  deceived  us,  bidding  us 
fix  our  eyes  upon  the  cross  whereon  they 
and  their  master  suffered.  But  whereon, 
meanwhile,  were  their  own  eyes  fixed  ? — 
upon  the  stone  rolled  from  the  door  of 
the  sepulchre,  upon  the  figure  that  steps 
from  the  burial  bands  with  more  than 
mortal  majesty.  The  symbol  of  Chris- 
tianity is  not  the  cross,  but  the  tomb, 
whose  monstrous  lid  lies  shattered  in  a 
thousand  shards.  Fools  !  Fools  !  Nature 
is  that  tomb,  and  from  it  neither  they 
nor  ye  shall  evermore  escape  !  " 

The  younger  Brains  of  Power  cheered 
ironically, 

"  Prenez  garde,  monsieur  le  Profes- 
seur,"  chanted  the  young  Frenchman. 
"  II  est  bien  sauvage  ce  vieux  chameau  !  " 

"  Silence,  dogs  of  Gentiles  !  " 

"  An  insult  !  Throw  him  out  !  A  bas 
les  Juifs,"  chorused  the  voices. 

"  Dr.  Ahasuerus,  I  warn  you  .  .  ." 
pronounced  Magniferox. 

"  I  demand  to  be  heard,"  cried  Ahasuerus. 
"Buddha  is  under  no  such  illusions.  Pure 
Buddhism  requires  but  complete  resigna- 
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tion  and  the  recognition  that  all  is  vanity, 
Time  a  dream,  and  Man — nothing  !  An- 
swer me,  Mammon  !  "  He  threw  out  a 
hand,  like  the  talons  of  a  mummy. 

Professor  Mammon  who,  head  on  one 
side,  had  been  fingering  his  forehead, 
raised  his  eyebrows  and  rubbed  his  hands. 

"  I  will,"  he  said  coolly.  "  As  I  take 
it,  your  contention  is  that  there  is  some- 
thing— 'the  Doctor  is  rather  vague  as  to 
quite  what — revolutionary  in  the  heart 
of  Christianity.  Let  us  examine  it. 
First,  may  I  ask,  which  Christianity  do 
you  mean  ?  " 

"  I  am  here  for  an  answer.  You  shall 
not  escape  me." 

"  I  am  not  trying  to.  Let  me  take  it 
then,  gentlemen,  that  by  Christianity 
Dr.  Ahasuerus  means  the  teaching  of 
Christ  and  of  his  saints.  Dr.  Ahasuerus 
demands  an  answer  of  me.  Let  my 
answer,  in  its  turn,  take  the  form  of  a 
question.  First,  I  will  demand,  did 
Christ  come  into  the  world  to  die  '  for 
the  greatest  happiness  of  the  greatest 
number  '  ?  I  nowhere  recall  such  a 
declaration.  Second,  was  it  Christ's  pur- 
pose, or  any  part  of  his  purpose,  that 
everybody  should  have  plenty  to  eat  and 
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drink,  splendid  houses,  more  opportunities 
and  not  too  much  to  do — in  short,  for 
the  common  ends  of  revolutionaries  ? 
The  New  Testament  does  not  say  so. 
Did  Christ  expect  or  prophesy  any  great 
and  general  amelioration  of  the  world, 
material  or  even  moral,  from  his  coming  ? 
I  think  not.  He  and  his  disciples  did  not 
prophesy  the  world  would  be  better  for 
his  life,  death  and  teaching,  but  rather 
intolerably  worse.  Christ  foretells  that 
the  world  will  continue  to  persecute  such 
as  dare  to  try  to  live  as  he  lived,  and  that 
it  will  consider  it  does  God's  service  in 
so  doing.  Christ  tells  us  that  the  poor 
will  be  always  with  us,  and  does  not  hint 
disapproval  even  of  slavery  (and  it  was 
slavery  in  his  day),  though  he  counsels 
the  slave  to  be  content  with  his  status 
and  bids  man  render  to  Caesar  the  things 
that  are  Caesar's  and  to  God  the  things 
that  are  God's,  making  a  very  careful 
distinction  between  the  two.  So  far 
from  his  mission  encouraging  an  attempt 
at  the  establishment  of  a  communal 
Kingdom  of  God  on  earth,  it  is  most 
clearly  declared  to  be  wholly  individual 
and  wholly  unconcerned  with  the  tem- 
porary good  of  the  individual." 
20 
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"  And  Buddha,"  Dr.  Ahasuerus  vehe- 
mently interjected,  "  does  all  these  things, 
and  in  addition  he  instructs  how  to  make 
the  best  of  what  is  unavoidable  by  means 
of  the  Eternal  Way,  a  way  along  which 
but  few  at  a  time  can  pass,  a  way  for 
individuals." 

"And  Christ,"  returned  Professor  Mam- 
mon, smiling,  "  announces,  '  I  am  the 
way,  the  truth,  the  life.'  But  he  is  careful 
to  declare  that,  though  he  died  to  give 
chance  of  salvation  to  all,  the  number  of 
individuals  actually  to  be  benefited  by 
his  having  done  so  will  be  few,  so  that, 
practically,  it  is  for  these  few  only  he 
lives,  teaches,  suffers  and  dies.  Are  they 
his  words  or  mine  which  speak  so  plainly 
of  '  the  many  called,'  but '  the  few  chosen,' 
'  the  broad  road  '  and  '  the  narrow  Way  '  ? 
Dr.  Ahasuerus  fears  integration.  What 
say  the  saints  of  Christ  to  it,  who,  if  any, 
should  be  carrying  on  this  supposed  work  ? 
Listen  to  the  words  of  the  sainted  Thomas 
a  Kempis  in  the  third  book  of  his  Imita- 
tion :  '  A  notis  et  a  caris  oportet  elongari 
et  ab  omni  temporali  solacio  mentem 
tenere  privatum.  .  .  .  O  quanta  fiducia 
erit  morituro,  quem  nullius  rei  aifectus 
detinet  in  mundo  !   .   .   .  Qui  autem  libere 


GOLGOTHA  ^  CO.         307 

mecum  ambulare  desiderat,  necesse  est, 
ut  omnes  pravas  et  inordinatas  affectiones 
suas  mortificet,  atque  nulli  creaturae  pri- 
vate amore  concupiscenter  inhsereat.' 

"  Gentlemen,  if  we  are  to  withdraw 
our  affections  from  those  nearest  and 
dearest  to  us,  is  it  likely,  I  ask  you,  that 
we  shall  display  any  solicitude  for  man 
at  large  ?  But  perhaps  Dr.  Ahasuerus 
is  not  satisfied.  Let  me  refresh  his 
memory.  '  The  elect  soul,'  declares 
St.  Francis  de  Sales,  mindful,  perchance, 
of  how  Christ  himself  had  exalted  Mary  at 
the  expense  of  Martha,  '  is  a  beautiful  and 
beloved  lady,  of  whom  God  demands  not 
the  indignity  of  service,  but  desires  only 
her  society  and  her  person.'  And  finally 
(not  to  weary  you  with  a  plethora 
of  examples)  :  '  More  good,'  asserts 
St.  Teresa,  '  is  done  by  one  minute  of 
reciprocal  contemplative  communion  of 
love  with  God  than  by  the  founding  of 
fifty  hospitals.'  What  Buddhist  saint  ever 
enjoined  so  fervent  a  selfishness  as  that  ? 
There  lurks  in  the  East,  gentlemen,  a 
profound  lassitude.  Even  in  what  is 
known  as  the  religious  life,  wherein 
the  East  is  popularly,  but  quite  errone- 
ously, supposed  to  excel,   the  Westerner 
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perceives  a  lack  of  that  spiritual  energy, 
of  which  this  pronouncement  of  St. 
Teresa  forms  so  notable  an  example. 
The  Easterner  is  a  man  born  tired.  It 
is  consequently  not  permissible  that  he 
prescribe  for  the  West.  Needless  to  say, 
1  do  not  refer  to  the  nationality  Dr. 
Ahasuerus  has  the  honour  of  sharing  with 
Jesus  Christ." 

Dr.  Ahasuerus's  countenance  became 
convulsed.  He  ground  his  teeth,  and  at 
the  corner  of  his  mouth  there  blossomed 
a  flake  of  foam. 

"  Let  me  bluntly  assert  that  the  Oriental 
understands  the  Westerner  less  than  the 
Westerner  understands  him.  The  East- 
erner who  would  become  a  Bhodisatva 
retires  from  the  world.  He  is  certainly 
not  of  it,  and  hardly  in  it.  The  Christian 
remains  in  it.  By  servitude  under  the 
heritors  of  this  life  in  this  world  he  hopes 
to  inherit  eternal  life  in  the  next.  The 
devout  Buddhist  neither  serves  nor  hopes. 
He  is  thus  not  only  beyond  our  use,  but 
beyond  our  hold.  Dr.  Ahasuerus  has 
spoken  of  the  resurrection,  of  the  little 
City  of  Heaven.  Why  has  he  not  spoken 
of  the  immense  Kingdom  of  Hell  ?  Chris- 
tian  believers   very   well   know   that   the 
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attractions  of  heaven  would  be  less  vivid 
but  for  the  fear  of  the  Pit.  This  need, 
too,  Christianity  has  foreseen  and  made 
provision  against,  but  not  Buddhism. 
Buddhism  divorces  man  from  all  desires. 
Christianity  w^ould  cultivate  one  desire 
in  which  all  others  are  compounded  : 
the  yearning  after  heaven,  peace,  immor- 
tality, light,  certitude,  happiness  ;  the 
itch  to  escape  hell,  trepidation,  labour, 
death,  darkness,  despair.  Whom  any 
need  possesses  is  a  slave.  Adopt  the 
propagation  of  Christianity  and  we 
rule  mankind  by  the  delirium  of 
hope  !  " 

The  Brains  of  Power  broke  into  a 
frenzy  of  cheering. 

"  Once  more  I  suggest  that  you  resolve 
to  raise  the  cross  till  it  tower  from  nadir 
to  zenith,  and  embrace  within  its  arms 
the  entire  circle  of  the  globe  !  " 

"  Mr.  Magniferox  !  " 

"  You  have  had  fair  play,  Dr.  Ahasuerus, 
and  rather  more  than  fair  play." 

"  Hear,  hear  !     Throw  him  out  !  " 

"  That  you  immediately  undertake  an 
intensive  campaign  centring  about " 

"  For  the  last  time,  Mr.  Magni- 
ferox  " 
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"  Silence  !  " 

"...  an  unparalleled  representation  of 
the  life  of  Christ.  I  thank  you  for  your 
patience.    Gentlemen,  I  have  done." 

Professor  Mammon  bowed  and  sat  down. 

Mr.  Magniferox  stayed  the  ovation. 

"  I  am  sure  you  are  with  me,  gentle- 
men," he  said  tersely,  "  in  considering 
that  there  is  only  one  way  of  showing  a 
proper  appreciation  of  so  memorable  and 
convincing  a  speech.  I  beg  to  suggest 
that  a  member  of  this  convention  put 
the  motion  that  we  adopt  Professor 
Mammon's  proposals  in  toto,  and  that  the 
Professor  be  appointed  Managing  Director 
of  this  great  enterprise  ;  which,  I  under- 
stand, he  wishes  to  take  the  form  of  a 
private  corporation  to  be  known  as 
Golgotha  iff  Co.  .  .  .  Gentlemen,  Mr. 
M'Cluskie  signifies  that  he  wishes  to 
put  that  motion.  .  .  .  Monsieur  Krohn 
seconds  it.  .  .  .  Thank  you,  gentlemen. 
The  hour  grows  late.  If  this  motion  be 
carried,  as  I  see  no  reason  to  suppose  it 
will  not,  we  shall  immediately  adjourn 
to  my  private  chapel,  where  Professor 
Mammon  will  lead  a  short  Service  by 
way  of  common  dedication,  after  which 
we  shall  disperse,  to  meet  again  to-morrow, 
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when  Professor  Mammon  will  hy  before 
you  the  general  line  of  his  programme, 
and  invite  discussion  and  open  the  election 
of  officers.  Gentlemen,  I  am  about  to 
put  the  motion.  Mr.  M'Cluskie  proposes, 
and  Monsieur  Krohn  seconds,  '  That  this 
convention  adopt  in  toto  the  proposals  of 
Professor  Mammon,  and  that  the  said 
Professor  Mammon  be  appointed  Managing 
Director.''  Those  in  favour  please  signify- 
in  the  usual  manner." 

A  colossal  "  Aye  !  "  resounded. 
"  Carried  unanimously." 
"  No  !  " 

It  was  the  voice  of  Dr.  Ahasuerus. 
"  Mr.   Magniferox,   one  word  :     I   beg 
to  announce   to   this   convention  its  im- 
pending ruin.     Christianity  has  destroyed 
two  civilizations.    It  will  destroy  yours." 

"  Merci  pour  la  langouste  !  "  cried  the 
young  Frenchman. 

The  Brains  of  Power  contented  them- 
selves with  an  ironical  cheer. 

"  I  record  your  protest,  Dr.  Ahasuerus," 
returned  Mr.  Magniferox,  "  and  declare 
the  motion  carried  with  one  dissentient." 

The  Brains  of  Power,  mounting  gilded 
chairs,  waved  a  forest  of  arms.  Upon 
the  walls  the  Three  Triumphs  seemed  to 
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swell  and  their  bright  colours  to  grow 
more  bright.  The  trumpeters  in  the 
orchestra,  lifting  magniloquent  bells,  pro- 
longed a  vociferous  fanfare,  while  through 
the  air  descended,  by  means  of  an  in- 
genious apparatus  customarily  brought 
into  play  only  at  superbest  Magniferoxian 
galas,  but  which  an  enthusiast  had  hap- 
pened this  moment  to  discover  and  set 
in  motion,  a  rain  of  rosalbian  petals  and 
an  ethereal  dew  of  perfume  the  most 
precious.  At  the  same  moment  the 
orchestra,  on  a  signal  from  Mr.  Magni- 
ferox,  preluded  fortissimo  the  strains  of  a 
Hymn  of  Dedication  and  Thanksgiving, 
held  in  readiness  and  specially  composed 
against  the  occasion  by  Sir  Burley 
Posthorn  ^  and  Sir  Marsyas  M'Genro.^ 
The  Brains  of  Power,  snatching  hand- 
bills scattered  by  Magniferox,  burst  into 
song  : 

"  Hail,  Strife-in-Evolution  I 
Hail,  Darwin  s  Unknown  Son  ! 
Hail,  glorious  Collusion 
Of  Might  and  Right  in   One  !  " 

^  Author  of  Windandwater  and  Other  Burdens,  Panjan- 
drum in  Exile,  The  Defunct  Muse,  etc. 

-  President  of  the  Orpheus  Academy  of  Music.  Com- 
poser of  the  celebrated  symphonic  poem,  Mamamouchi, 
and  Rabat  Lakhoum,  mystical  cantata,  extracted  from 
Omar,  for  Organ,  Orchestra,  and  Double  Chorus. 
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Tubas,  hidden  in  a  gallery,  embroidered 
the  theme  with  a  prodigality  of  pyro- 
technic splendours. 

"  Thine  Own  now  vow  suppression 
Of  all  who  grudge  the  knee 
To  the  Triune  God  :    Aggression, 
Science  and  Property." 

The  great  organ  detonated. 

"  Thou  didst  rain  down  Thy  showers 
Of  iron  upon  the  earth, 
Whenas  the  Five  Great  Powers 
Did  sift  Their  people's  worth  ; 
So  now  that  the  unfittest 
Are  safely  in  their  graves, 
Tis  Thou  that  manumittest 
The  rest  to  be  Our  slaves  !  " 

A  surpliced  choir,  carrying  censers  and 
headed  by  a  crucifix,  appeared.  At  a 
sign  from  Magniferox  all  the  Brains  of 
Power,  save  Ahasuerus,  fell  into  procession 
behind  Professor  Mammon,  the  side- 
drums  of  the  orchestra  gave  forth  a 
preliminary  roll  more  formidable  than 
that  of  an  approaching  earthquake,  the 
organist  pulled  out  his  entire  battery  of 
four  hundred  and  thirty-one  stops,  and, 
while  the  trombones  paraded  the  melody 
in  a  cataclysmal  concatenation  of  octaves, 
the  whole  assembly  wound  slowly  toward 
the  colossal  doors,  triumphantly  repeating, 
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amid  the  clash,  crash  and  rattaplax  of 
tympani  and  the  eruptive  fulminations 
of  the  organ,  the  mystic  close  : 

"  They  shall  bow  down  before  Us, 
Fit  gold  and  incense  bring, 
While  Wisdom  in  a  chorus 
Shall  praise  so  Jit  a  thing — 
As  that  the  fight  unceasing 
Of  unfit  should  amend 
Our  Fitness,  fit  increasing 
Of  Fitness-without-End." 

The  organist,  peering  into  his  glass, 
beheld  a  strange  sight  :  Dr.  Ahasuerus, 
raising  hands  to  throat,  had  torn  his 
caftan  from  bosom  to  hem. 


Ill 


The  hall  of  Cyrus  Magniferox  was 
deserted.  Between  the  soaring  pillars  of 
the  western  window's  triptych  the  clouds 
of  an  unprecedented  sunset  slowly  ac- 
cumulated, till  they  appeared  a  stair- 
way of  fiery  swords  ascending  from  the 
very  terrace  without  to  the  topmost 
height  of  heaven.  The  cornices,  binding, 
the  saloon's  lofty  entablatures  with  a  fillet 
of  gilded  laurel,  deepened  to  bronze  ;  the 
ever-softly-winding    radiance    within    the 
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opaline  ceiling  dwindled  away,  leaving  the 
expanse  a  dim  and  lustreless  lake.  Upon 
the  walls  the  nudities  of  the  superb  figures, 
caparisoned  in  mantles  of  saffron  and  con- 
gregated beneath  amber-red  canopies  or 
surging  irresistibly  sunward  upon  golden- 
winged  stallions,  underwent  a  dire  trans- 
mutation, so  that  they  appeared  corpses 
hanging  within  a  cavern  amid  fountains 
and  whirlpools  of  smoke. 

In  the  alcove,  long  since  forsaken  by  the 
musicians,  the  instruments  lay  shrouded, 
giving  it  the  air  of  a  kingly  mausoleum 
from  which  some  sudden  apparition  had 
ejected  the  servitors  of  majesty  newly 
ensepultured.  Upon  a  dais  on  the  cres- 
cent platform  a  harp,  half  swathed  in  its 
pall,  brooded  vulture-like  over  the  corpses 
and  the  silence. 

Meanwhile,  sole  animate  occupant  of 
that  immense  chamber,  Dr.  Ahasuerus, 
a  tiny  figure  seated  among  the  softly- 
glimmering  moons  of  half  a  hundred 
porphyry-topped  tables,  did  not  raise  his 
head  from  the  cool  sphere  on  which  so 
desolately  it  rested. 

The  sunset,  augmenting  its  dire  splen- 
dours, increased  to  so  terrible  a  con- 
flagration that  the  embrasure  of  the  triple 
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western  window  became  a  colossal  oriel, 
seemingly  jutted  out  into  the  very  heart 
of  Hell  itself,  where  a  thousand  thousand 
forms  dissolved  amid  the  restless  foliage  of 
a  forest  of  winding  flame.  .  .   . 

The  foliage  evaporated.  Faces  in- 
numerable, each  face  a  nest  of  fire, 
approached  and,  peopling  every  oval  of 
those  vast  windows,  peered  in.  The  cham- 
ber became  a  glowing  cage.  The  gilded 
mouldings  ran  down  the  panels  in  glitter- 
ing rivulets. 

For  a  motionless  space  that  throng 
surveyed  the  form  of  Dr.  Ahasuerus, 
sprawled  head  and  shoulders  across  the 
table.  Then  the  light  began  to  drain 
away  behind  the  faces,  which  yet  con- 
tinued as  if  pressed  against  the  panes  ; 
dimness  crept  upon  the  features  ;  cheek 
and  brow  became  spectral ;  darkness 
overwhelmed  the  pits  of  the  eyes  ;  the 
obscure  regard  grew  more  dolorous. 
Finally  there  remained  but  gaps  with 
despair  gazing  through  them,  and,  when 
they  likewise  disappeared,  the  pure  dark 
spaces  of  twilight  glimmered  frostily 
awhile  before  they  too  dissolved  and  there 
endured  but  the  utter  black  abysm  of  an 
early  autumn  night.  .  .  . 
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The  chamber  became  a  mere  vacancy 
within  the  Circumferential  Vacancy,  and 
somewhere  in  the  midmost  of  that  pitchy 
hollow    Dr.    Ahasuerus    could    be    heard 
occasionally  moving  like  a  creature  within 
a  closed  trap,  who  stirs  with  the  soft  and 
profound    uneasiness    that    follows    upon 
complete  awareness  as  to  the  horror  of  its 
situation.     In  that  dark  heart  of  his  what 
awesome     apprehensions     shaped     them- 
selves that  he  should  shudder  so  ?    open 
and  close  his  hands  with  such  slow  cracking 
of  the  knuckles  ?    draw  in  his  breath  with 
the  sound  of  a  saw  tearing  something  that 
is  tender  ?     For  it  was  evident  he  suffered, 
and  suffered  terribly,  weltering  in  deeps 
resembling  those  of  nightmare  and,  as  in 
nightmare,  took  stock  of  the  entire  vanity 
of  his  efforts  and  dimly  comprehended  the 
incalculability  of  their  duration.     Suffer- 
ing is  stranger  to  time — for  in  suffering 
there  is  only  the  eternal  present  expanding 
into   the   darkness   of  infinity.     Thus   his 
little    movements,    like    the    momentary 
spasms  of  a  compass  needle,  tiny  witness 
of    invisible,    mysterious    and    enormous 
forces  girdling  man  about,  informed  the 
chamber's   muffling  darkness   of  a   drama 
enacted  with  no  witness  but  the  Circum- 
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ferential  V^acancy,  to  which  the  soul  of 
Dr.  Ahasuerus  was  no  less  a  vasty,  dark 
and  lonely  night  than  the  encompassing 
Void  to  him. 

A  wind  had  arisen  without.  Stars 
briefly  glittered,  floating  in  the  glassy 
ceiling  at  gaze  upon  their  faint  reflections 
hung  in  the  lucid  floor  below,  till  quenched 
by  the  quickening  scud  of  shadow  upon  the 
heel  of  shadow.  High  up  in  the  western 
window  a  casement  crashed  open.  The 
curtains,  flanking  each  Triumph,  sidled 
uneasily. 

Dr.  Ahasuerus  raised  his  head.  He 
was    listening.   .   .   . 

"  Whose  tears  do  I  hear  fall  ?  "  he 
murmured.  "  Surely  I  am  too  old  and  He 
too  cruel  to  permit  me  to  shed  them. 
Gentle  and  plangent  sound,  whence  comest 
thou — that  most  resemblest  the  '  still  sad 
music  '  of  any  I  have  in  remembrance  ? 
What  presence  is  it  stands  in  the  darkness 
yonder,  who,  like  a  Niobe,  hides  her  crest 
in  the  heavy  folds  of  her  sleeve  ?  " 

He  rose  and  made  his  way  toward  the 
alcove.  A  sudden  gust,  entering  the 
chamber  and  scattering  the  music  from 
the  desks,  enveloped  him  in  a  ghostly 
drift.     When  the  sheets  had  subsided  he 
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perceived,  some  paces  distant,  the  harp 
from  which  the  mantle,  which  half 
swathed  it,  had  that  moment  fallen. 

"  Art  thou,  then,  that  sorrowful  music- 
maker,"  he  mused,  "  thou  lifeless  thing  ? 
I  grow  so  old  that,  among  the  shadow}^ 
throng  about  me,  only  the  enduring 
statues  seem  possessed  of  life,  and  most 
of  all  Niobe,  the  Mother  of  Sorrows.  Yet 
not  lifeless  thou — since  Man,  the  artificer 
of  useless  miracles,  has  fashioned  thee  to 
repeat  in  his  ears,  not,  as  he  hopes, 
strains  taken  rapturously  to  harmonize  all 
Being,  but  such  tones  as  can  but  serve  to 
increase  the  apprehension  of  his  inalienable 
sorrow.  Verily  living  art  thou,  that 
beneath  the  night  wind  thus  plaineth. 
Hark,  how  among  the  profundity  of  thy 
strings  reverberates  the  murmur  of  a 
thousand  thousand  inarticulate  voices.  .  .  . 
Harp,  I  know  thee  !  In  thee  do  I  behold 
Humanity,  erect  in  the  empty  and  enor- 
mous atrium  of  the  Universe,  alone  amid 
the  night  and  unimaginable  abyss  of 
Time  !  Through  the  reins  of  thy  limbs, 
bended  upon  an  eternal  rack,  the  Winds  of 
Cause  blow  shudderingly,  and  from  the 
stress  of  thy  torment  rises  this  vast  and 
mysterious   music.     A   strange,   an   awful 
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miracle.  Who  placed  thee  here  ?  and 
by  what  right,  if  '  right '  there  be  ?  Wert 
thou  for  this  and  this  only  created  ?  or,  if 
not,  of  what  is  thy  passion  emblem  ?  We 
know  not  and  shall  not  know.  Beyond 
this,  nescience  rises  like  a  colossal  and 
never  -  ending  wall  and  beyond  that 
nescience  the  only  useful  knowledge 
begins,  and  the  measure  of  our  nescience 
is  to  be  accounted  the  little  measure  of 
our  greatness. 

"  Piteous  harp  !  Helpless,  hapless  hu- 
manity ! — wherefore  from  aeon  to  aeon 
thus  soundeth  thou  thine  embittered 
plaint  ?  What  art  thou  to  demand  justice  ? 
And  what  is  this  justice  thou  demandest, 
who  hast  none  to  demand  it  of,  save  of 
that  which  is  beyond  and  outside  thee  and 
persists  (as  thou  knowest  not  how  to  per- 
sist) and  recks  nought  of  thy  measure — 
save  He  and  I  ?  " 

Under  the  dense  darkness  of  the  cloud- 
bank,  that  now  sealed  up  the  chamber,  the 
harp  disappeared.  Overhead  a  burst  of 
hail,  abruptly  descending,  executed  a 
sepulchral  dance  and  as  abruptly  died  away. 

"  Thou  art  silent  !  And  it  is  as  if  the 
desolation  of  thy  complete  silence  were  a 
reproach  to  me. 


GOLGOTHA  ^  CO.         321 

"  Can  it  be  thou  art  placed  there  to 
tempt  me  anew  ? 

"  Know,  then,  that  I  have  done  with 
temptation  !  Twice  before  have  I  been 
tempted  —  once  upon  the  road  thou 
knowest  and  once  in  Seville,  when  falsely 
was  it  reported  that  I  suffered  mine 
adversary  to  go  in  peace,  whom  I  charred 
in  the  square  amid  such  a  cacophony  of 
bells  that  not  even  I,  who  watched  at  the 
bonfire's  foot,  could  catch  any  testament 
uttered  among  the  blossoms  of  that 
Burning  Bush.  To-day,  fearing  to  afford 
another  opportunity  to  temptation,  I 
opposed  the  foolishness  of  Man.  In  vain  ! 
I  stand  defeated.  But  if  humanity  be 
tempted,  I,  stronger,  older  and  wiser  than 
humanity,  will  be  tempted  no  more. 
Wouldst  thou  that  I  continue  the  battle  ? 
I  refuse.  Too  well  do  I  know  mankind 
cannot  be  saved  from  itself,  that  it  is 
destined  to  disunity,  strife  and  sorrow 
so  long  as  this  planet  endures.  Let  it 
suffer,  let  it  agonize — that,  under  the 
survival  of  the  fittest,  is,  even  as  for  the 
rest  of  nature,  its  appointed  lot.  I  am 
not  sent  to  save  mankind.  The  I,  which 
was,  bequeaths  that  to  Another  !  " 

Lightning,  in  a  sheet  of  blue-fringed 
21 
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fire,  blazed  upon  the  walls  of  the  chamber, 
and  in  its  ghostly  splendour  the  withered 
features  of  Dr.  Ahasuerus  shone  convulsed 
by  the  vehemence  of  a  superhuman 
struggle. 

"  Let  He,  who  decreed  that  all  creation 
travail  in  sorrow,  save  Man  from  men,  if 
save  He  can — who  twice  aforetime  could 
not  save  !  " 

The  thunderclap,  that  emptied  itself 
upon  the  ceiling  as  upon  the  diaphragm 
of  an  immense  drum,  seemed  to  leave 
the  very  walls  reverberating.  The  upper 
wires  of  the  harp,  palpitant  beneath  the 
blow,  gave  out  a  note  like  a  cry  of  anguisli 
and   triumph. 

Dr.  Ahasuerus  lowered  the  hands  he 
had  clenched  above  his  head. 

"  To-day  I  was  overborne.  And  I 
endured  the  prognostication  of  a  third 
temptation.  It  would  seem  I  am  not, 
perhaps,  to  escape  it.  Yet  has  this  day's 
supreme  suffering  and  this  night  of  more 
than  natural  darkness  brought  me  under- 
standing. I  know  now,  what  I  knew  not 
before,  that  for  me,  no  less  than  for  Him, 
there  is  no  such  thing  as  revelation. 
Vainly  dost  thou  fill  mine  ears  with  thine 
unchanging     lamentations,    O     ill-starred 
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humanity  !  I  listen  and  the  sound  is  no 
more  to  me  than  the  muffled  suspiration 
of  an  idle  sea  upon  a  crepuscular  shore." 

He  turned  away.  A  solitary  meteorite 
trailed  its  golden  wake  over  the  ceiling 
from  which  the  cloud  had  departed.  A 
sweet  and  thrilling  coolness  filled  the 
chamber. 

Suddenly  Dr.  Ahasuerus  halted. 

"  Silence  !"  he  cried.  "Silence!  What 
have  I  to  do  with  thee  r  I  am  not  thy 
Father  :  I  did  not  contrive  thee.  I  am 
not  thy  Brother — seek  thou  another 
keeper  !  " 

He  turned  back. 

"  Silence,  I  say  !  What  right  hast  thou 
to  load  this  heart  with  tears  ?  " 

He  advanced. 

"  Silence,  or  I  will  destroy  thee  !  " 

A  sudden  effulgence  dawned  in  the 
ceiling  :  the  moon  sailed  forth,  scattering 
dim  violet  radiance  and  smoky  shadow 
about  the  angles  of  the  hall. 

A  swimming  glory  enhaloed  the  harp, 
and  by  that  glory  he  beheld  the  silvery 
figure,  that  constituted  its  post,  to  be 
fashioned  in  the  form  of  a  poising  seraph  ; 
whose  hands,  locked  behind  the  impetu- 
ous head,   vanished  amid  the   backblown 
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hair  ;  whose  pinions,  uplifted  in  the 
gesture  of  a  gull  about  to  alight  upon 
curtsying  waters,  formed  the  frame  for 
the  strings  whereover  even  now  there 
trembled  hither  and  thither  an  iridescence 
resembling  the  tender  stir  of  plumes. 

Dr.  Ahasuerus  fell  back. 

"  Can  it  be  ? — impossible  !  " 

He  advanced,  he  gazed  into  the  little 
face  of  the  figure.  The  painted  eyes, 
with  irises  of  green  crystal,  appeared 
veritably  living. 

"  No  !  That  is  not  thy  semblance.  A 
young  man  fashioned  thee.  No  sight 
hast  thou  and  never  wilt  have  !  " 

The  childish  mouth  was  rounded  as  if 
chanting  the  song  of  exultation  proclaimed 
by  every  fold  of  its  flying  garments. 

"  False  !  False  !  There  is  no  joy  of 
thy  suffering  :  that  is  the  supreme 
illusion  !  " 

He  raised  his  hand. 

"  Never  !  Never !  Thou  hast  not  the 
truth.  Wilt  thou  tear  out  my  heart,  O 
Siren  ?  " 

He  turned  away. 

"No!  No!  I  will  not.  ...  I  tell 
thee  I  abandon  thee.     Farewell  !  " 

But,  as  he  went,  he  wept. 
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From  beneath  the  for'ard  awnmgs  of  his 
yacht,  the  Ishmael,  Dr.  Ahasuerus  regarded 
the  tranquil,  sunlit  ocean.  He  had  just 
set  down  the  minute  cup  of  black  coifee 
which  concluded  his  frugal  lunch,  and  now, 
clasping  both  hands  about  the  ebony 
stick,  whereon  it  was  his  custom  to  lean, 
he  fell  into  a  reverie  as  his  eye  slowly 
perambulated  the  arc  of  the  horizon. 

"  How  delicious  it  is,"  he  reflected, 
"  to  lose  one's  gaze  in  the  immensity  of 
sky  and  sea.  True  solitude  !  Silence 
incomparable  !  The  little  feather  of 
cloud,  hanging  in  the  sapphirine  ether 
over  waters  beyond  the  summit  of  this 
horizon,  seems  to  augment  by  its  very 
lightness  and  loneliness  my  isolation  and 
the  tranquillity  that  envelops  me,  for 
whom  no  sound  exists  but  the  tremulous 
monotone  of  sweltering  waters  atrickle 
round  the  bows.  A  calm,  such  a  tre- 
mendous calm,  extending  over  some 
thousands  of  square  miles,  as  only  occurs 
upon  the  Pacific,  and  thereon  but  rarely, 
once  in  five  years,  perhaps  !     Three  days 
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and  nights   now  have  we  steamed  lazily 
westward,     occasionally     glimpsing     low 
groups   of    mop-headed    palms    springing 
from  submerged  reefs — and,  for  the  rest, 
nothing — nothing   save    the    austere    and 
annihilating  majesty  of  dark  blue  heavens 
and   incandescent    sea,   traversed    by   the 
imposing  marches  of  the  imperishable  sun. 
'  A    dead    calm,'    as    navigators    call    it  : 
admirable   phrase  !     For   I   have   only   to 
stare  at  that  vast,  impenetrable  effulgence 
not  only  to  forget  mankind  but  to  lose  my 
sense  of  self  and  its  torture.     Money  can 
then  possibly  reward  us  with  something 
after  all — how  long  I  have  taken  to  learn 
it  ! — enabling  us  to  purchase  an  artificial 
expunction   of   every   sensation   but   that 
of   the   continuance   of   the   mere   act   of 
living.     All  day  and  all  night — I  sleep  so 
little — I  can  sit  in  this  chair  watching  that 
cloud    or    its    moonlit    double,    and    thus 
escape  the  horror  to  which  the  contempla- 
tion of  the  continued  existence  of  mankind 
and  of  myself  would  otherwise  condemn 
me.     None  is  permitted  to  approach  me 
save  I  summon  him  .   .   .  and  then  I  can 
always   turn   my   back.     Nor   is   any   one 
aboard  suffered  to  make  any  sound  what- 
ever within  my  hearing.     I   am  reputed 
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to  have  nerves.  Thus,  ministered  to  by 
invisible  and  inaudible  attendants,  I  enjoy 
the  only  privilege  that  has  ever  exalted 
khan  or  pontiff,  however  terrible,  above 
his  subjects,  entire  and  irrefragable  in- 
dependence, and  without  discomfort  am 
become  as  dead  to  the  insuperable  burden 
of  Time  and  the  incubus  of  existence  as 
the  theopneustic  yogi  hanging,  froglike, 
head  downward  over  a  slow  fire." 

Dr.  Ahasuerus,  fixing  his  eye  once  more 
upon  the  little  cloud,  was  surprised  to 
observe  the  patch  of  silvery  vapour  assume 
the  form  of  a  bird — a  dove,  perhaps — 
hovering  with  wings  outspread.   .   .  . 

A  shadow  fell  across  the  deck. 

Beyond  the  awnings  the  Third  Officer, 
a  cheerful  and  irresponsible  young  man, 
binoculars  to  eye,  was  taking  stock  of  this 
phenomenon. 

The  wings  of  the  dove  elongated 
themselves.  A  thread  of  vapour,  re- 
sembling a  ribbon,  commenced  to  trickle 
down  the  skies. 

The  bird  became  the  letter  T. 

"  What  is  it  ?  "  inquired  Dr.  Ahasuerus. 

The  Third  Officer  started.  Never 
before,  apart  from  routine  orders,  had 
"  the  owner  "  addressed  him. 
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"  I  think,  sir,  it  must  be  one  of  Gol- 
gotha y  Co.'j  gadgets." 

"  Eh  ?   .   .   .   Golgotha  &  Co.  F  " 

"  Yes,  sir.  Probably  dropped  from  a 
plane  so  high  we  can't  see  it.  A  '  fiery- 
cross,'  Salvation's  Patent  Mark,  I  believe 
they  call  it,  sir — yes,  look  there  !  " 

The  little  cross  began  to  expand.  It 
extended  its  upright  till  the  base  hung 
just  above  the  waters  ;  it  thrust  out  its 
arms  till  they  spanned  a  league  ;  it  climbed 
until  its  top  soared  out  of  sight. 

"  Pretty  cute,"  opined  the  Third 
Officer — "  must  be  visible  over  hundreds 
of  square  miles.  But  you  wait  a  moment, 
sir  .  .   .   I've  heard  .  .  .  there  she  goes  !  " 

Where  cross-bar  intersected  pillar  a  node 
of  lustrous  light  began  to  unwreath. 

"Gee  .  .  ."  said  the  Third  Officer. 
"  Isn't  that  fine  '  " 

The  node  appeared  to  be  composed  of 
a  ball  of  seedlike  sparks,  which  now  un- 
folded from  the  centre  outward  in  petal 
on  petal  of  golden  fire  till  there  quivered 
upon  the  heart  of  the  towering  cross  a 
huge  heraldic  rose.  Then  abruptly  every 
petal  blushed  a  mysterious  and  darkling 
crimson,  and  in  the  heart  of  the  rose 
sparkled  the  chalice  of  the  Grail,  brimmed 
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with  the  erubescent  glow  of  an  interior 
flame. 

"  My  God  .  .  .  !  "  said  the  Third 
Officer.     There  was  awe  in  his  tone. 

2 

Dr.  Ahasuerus,  quickly  rising,  presented 
his  back  to  the  fast-fading  emblem. 

"  Very  ingenious,"  he  said  dryly ; 
"  so  these  fireworks  are  one  of  the  activities 
of  Golgotha  iff  Co.,  are  they  ?  As  you  are 
possibly  aware,  I  never  read  the  papers,  nor 
listen  in  on  the  Radio.  After  a  life,  some- 
what —  err  —  outstripping  the  common 
span,  the  garrulous  repetitions  of  the 
world's  follies  can  scarcely  fail  to  be  a 
trifle  wearisome  to  one  for  whom  all 
times  are,  in  a  manner  of  speaking,  alike." 

Dr.  Ahasuerus  smiled  to  himself,  took  a 
turn  and,  lifting  his  stick  toward  the  shred 
of  smoke,  inquired,  "  And  what's  it  for  ? 
What's  the  good  of  it,  eh  ?  " 

The  Third  Officer  stared.  Dr.  Ahas- 
uerus, he  concluded,  must  be  even  more 
of  a  wretched  old  stick  of  a  mummy  than 
opinion  gave  him  out. 

"  I  think,  sir,"  he  returned  politely,  "  it's 
intended  to  boost  the  film  they're  making," 

"  Film,  eh  ?  " 
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"  Everybody's  got  so  religious,  sir," 
explained  the  Third  Officer — "  not  that 
I  don't  hold  with  it — indeed,  I  do,  and  I 
must  say  some  of  the  dope  I've  been  read- 
ing lately  does  put  it  over  on  one  properly 
— a  man  ought  to  have  some  belief — so 
why  not  be  a  Christian  ? — and  so  this 
new  company,  sir,  seeing  what  a  wave  of 
religious  feeling  seems  to  be  sweeping  over 
the  masses,  sir,  are  busy  on  a  film.  .  .   ." 

"  A  wave  of  religion  is  sweeping  the 
masses,  is  it  ?  " 

"  So  the  papers  say,  sir." 

"  You  agree  ?  " 

"  Yes  and  no,  sir.  When  they 
started " 

"  How  long  ago  would  that  be  ?  " 

"  Let  me  see  .  .  .  it's  April  now  .  .  . 
about  six  months  after  we  started  .  .  . 
about  two  years  ago,  I  make  it,  sir." 

"  When  it  started,  you  thought  .   .  .  ?  " 

"  I  thought  it  was  only  just  a  newspaper 
stunt,  sir  .  .  .  though,  mind  you,  I  noticed 
a  lot  of  people  were  straight  away  taking 
it  very  seriously." 

"  Who,  for  instance  .  .  .  members  of 
Parliament  .   .   .  bishops  ?  " 

"  Oh  no,  sir  .  .  .  not  they ;  they  were 
far     too     busy  .   .   .  but     fancy    writers. 
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sir  .  .   .  and  presently  the  sort  of  chaps  I 
like  to  read  .  .  .  fellows  who  aren't  afraid 
to  mix  a  bit  of  real  fun  or  real  excitement 
with  their  serious  stuff  .  .   .  besides  you 
know,  sir,  it  is  sort  of  true  .   .   .  they  were 
on  to  something  real  .  .  .  it's  as  if  some- 
thing  had   woken    up    in    folks  .   .   .  you 
wouldn't    believe    it,    sir,    but    the    crew 
aboard  spend  a  lot   of   time  listening  in 
on  broadcast  sermons  .   .   .  there's  a  new 
company  that's  started  a  special  depart- 
ment  to   deliver   the   goods   to   seafaring 
men  .   .   .  has  its  own  special  wave-length 
.   .   .  very   convenient   on   some   subjects, 
sir  ...  '  Deep    Water    Pilot,'    he    calls 
himself,  sir,  fellow  who  runs  that  depart- 
ment .  .   .  isn't    scared    of    anybody,    sir 
.   .   ,  he's   offered   to   put   up   the   gloves 
against  any  white  man  in  the  Merchant 
Marine  (takings  to  go  to  Charity)  who  can 
bring  evidence  to  prove  himself  a  worse 
sinner  than  the  Pilot  was  before  he  put 
his  ship  about   .   .   .  my,  you  should  hear 
him  getting  busy  .   .   .  why,  he  makes  'em 
cry  like  babbies.   .   .   ." 

"  Indeed  ?  "  said  Dr.  Ahasuerus. 
"  And  do  you  think  many  other  persons 
avail  themselves  of  like  facilities  ?  Is  the 
movement  .  .   .  er  .   .   .  spreading  ?  " 
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"  Spreading  ? — why,  it's  red  hot  !  " 

"  Red  hot  ?  " 

"  Why,  yes,  sir.  Of  course  out  here  in 
the  Pacific,  cruising  up  and  down  month 
after  month,  we're  a  bit  out  of  the  way 
.  .  .  but  even  so,  we're  not  quite  for- 
gotten ;  we've  the  Radio,  and  now  there's 
this  new  Aero-Sign  Flight  of  Patrol  Planes 
to  remind  us  that  the  Protagonist " 

"  The  who  ?  " 

"  That's  what  they  call  the — the  fellow 
in  the  film  who's  doing  Our  Saviour. 
Those  signs  remind  us  he's  getting  mighty 
near  the  hardest  part  of  his  job  and,  as 
the  Deep  Water  Pilot  says,  will  bloody 
well  need  all  our  prayers." 

"  And  your  prayers  are  of  assistance  to 
him  ?  " 

"  We  hope  so,  sir.  Though,  if  all  we 
hear  on  the  Radio  and  see  in  the  papers  is 
true,  you  wouldn't  think  he  needed  any 
help  at  all.  He's  just  a  wonder,  he  is — 
a  real  miracle,  and  no  mistake.  There's 
many  folks  are  only  living  half  a  life  till 
they  see  that  film.  Seems  as  if  they're  sort 
of  fed  up  with  things  as  they  are.  Not 
that  it's  got  any  sort  of  political  colour. 
But  it's  as  if — well,  it's  hard  to  explain. 
And  the  man  that's  directing  it — Mam 
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mon  his  name  is — is  mighty  clever.  He 
keeps  it  all  dark  and  mysterious,  and  that 
gets  people  more  interested  than  ever. 
Nobody  knows  the  name  of  the  Prota- 
gonist or  where  he  sprang  from.  All  we 
know  for  certain  is  that  he  isn't  a  famous 
star.  All  the  big  stars  have  been  ac- 
counted for.  Golgotha  iff  Co.  put  out 
that  he  just  appeared  one  day  and 
Mammon  engaged  him  right  off — knew 
his  man  at  sight,  so  to  speak." 

"  How  was  that  ?  " 

"  Can't  say,  sir.  Of  course  it  might  be 
his  appearance  :  it  would  have  to  be  a  bit 
unusual  for  that  part — sort  of  natural 
holy,  I  suppose.  No  photograph  has  ever 
been  published  yet.  Very  clever  of 
Mammon  that.  Every  one  just  suits  his 
fancy.  Well,  we'll  hope  they  won't  be 
disappointed.  Don't  suppose  they  will 
be  if  half  the  rumours  that  come  out  of 
Palestine  are  true." 

"  Palestine  ?  " 

"  Oh  yes,  sir,  it's  all  being  done  on  the 
old  ground.  Wonderful  idea.  '  Make 
the  very  stones  cry  out,'  says  Mammon. 
My  word,  he's  a  man  and  a  half.  Has  a 
seeing  eye,  'magination-and-all-that.  But 
he   overreaches   himself.       Silly  the   tales 
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he  puts  about.  Well,  perhaps,  he  doesn't 
put  'em  about.  But,  on  the  other  hand, 
he  only  half-contradic's  'em." 

"  Such  as  ?  " 

"  Miracles,  sir." 

"  What  !  " 

"  Yes,  it's  unofficially  reported  that  the 
Protagonist  has  such  a  hold  over  folks 
around  him  that  he  works  miracles." 

"  Rubbish." 

"  That's  what  I  say,  sir.  Just  advertis- 
ing rubbish.  Very  clever,  but  it  won't 
pay  in  the  end." 

"  And  do  people  believe  these  rumours  ? "' 

"  Most  certainly  they  do.  And  I'll 
admit  that  I  can't  help  feeling  a  bit 
impressed.  Sort  of  faith  healing,  I 
shouldn't  wonder.  Must  be  a  very 
peculiar  atmosphere  there  just  now.  Why, 
even  on  shipboard,  sir,  I've  noticed  a  most 
powerful  change  in  the  characters  and 
habits  of  some  of  the  crew.  Why,  what 
you  might  call  downright  miracles.  The 
crew's  cook,  sir,  in  the  galley  for'ard,  used 
to  be  an  'oly  terror — not  vicious,  you  under- 
stand, sir,  but  weak  .  .  .  drink  and  all 
that,  and  a  real  bad  'un  in  his  drink,  though, 
mind  you,  an  excellent  cook.  Lovely 
roly-polies,    sir,    and   his   mutton   hash    a 
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regular  dream,  so  I've  heard.  Now  he 
isn't  much  good  as  a  cook.  Never  on 
time — most  irregular,  they  say.  And 
meek  and  mild  ! — my,  you  never  did.  I 
wouldn't  have  believed  it  and  him  as 
cruel  a  swearing  man  as  ever  I  shipped 
with.  Now  he  has  visions.  And  do  the 
Wt    crew  kick  ?     Not  a  bit.     They  sit  around 

■  looking  at  their  empty  plates,  and  if  one  of 

■  the  youngsters  gets  a  bit  impatient,  '  Just 
"     you  shut  your  face,  young  fellow,  my  lad,' 

say  the  old  'uns ;  '  if  Halbert's  gotta  vishun, 
he's  gotta  vishun,  and  we  shall  have  to  wait 
till  the  Lord  pleases  to  release  him  to  look 
after  our  mutton.  It  ain't  everybody  as 
has  vishuns,  and  we  ought  to  be  thankful 
there's  one  such  aboard  this  ungodly 
hooker.'  For  you  must  understand,  sir, 
if  you'll  pardon  me  mentioning  it,  they 
don't  altogether  get  the  hang  of  the  owner 
being  quite  so  silent  as  it's  usually  your 
pleasure  to  be,  sir,  and  all  this  dodg- 
ing up  and  down  the  Pacific,  and  us 
always  going  about  if  we  meet  another 
vessel." 

"  Quite  so.  And  are  these — um — 
remarkable  effects — um — er — usual  in  the 
world  at  large,  or  can  we  ascribe  them  to 
the   isolation   of   the   sea    and   prolonged 
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indulgence   in   the  orations  of    the — er — 
Deep  Water  Pilot  ?  " 

"  I  think  they're  pretty  general,  sir. 
The  papers,  anyway,  are  full  of  conver- 
sions. One  paper,  in  fact,  sir,  goes  so 
far  as  to  offer  free  insurance  against 
financial  loss  consequent  on  sudden  con- 
version. You  see,  it  s  been  very  av^kward 
for  some  folks.  They  just  couldn't  escape 
their  consciences.  Ruined  lots  of  families. 
I  suppose  the  paper  felt  a  bit  responsible — 
for  a  little  before  it  had  a  squad  of  men 
used  to  get  in  on  the  quiet  to  all  sorts  of 
gatherings,  from  dukes'  levees  to  insurance 
agents'  reunions,  and  whisper  in  the  ears 
of  this  or  that  party  just  when  he  was 
enjoying  of  himself, '  I  am  your  conscience. 
Who  ran  a  crooked  horse  in  last  year's  St. 
Leger  ?  '  or  '  I  am  your  conscience.  What 
about  that  dud  policy  for  widows  ?  ' 
For  you  see,  being  in  the  employ  of  a  big 
newspaper,  they  knew  a  lot.  And  when 
the  victim  turned  around,  he  didn't  like 
to  get  up  a  row  with  the  other  guests 
to  find  out  which  it  was — more  especially 
as  the  Voice  of  Conscience  mostly  hit  the 
bull's-eye  and  rang  the  bell  every  time. 
And  then  again,  the  same  paper  had  a  way 
with  Radio.     They'd  get  some  Big  Swell's 
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private  wave-length  and  ring  him  up  in 
the  middle  of  the  night — like  as  not  when 
he  was  just  getting  real  cosy  with  his  little 
bit  of  you-know.  '  Buzz,  buzz,'  the  Voice 
would  go,  '  I've  my  eye  on  you.  Is  that 
your  lawful  wedded  wife  ?  ' '  Go  to  blazes ! ' 
the  Big  Swell  would  shout.  '  Who  the  hell 
are  you,  anyway  ?  '  And  the  Voice  would 
give  a  sort  o'  cruel  chuckle  and  reply,  *  I'm 
Somebody  you've  forgotten — my  name's 
God,'  and  ring  off. 

"  Very  neat  idea.  So  it's  come  about 
that,  what  between  fear  of  their  neigh- 
bours and  fear  of  God,  all  sorts  of  folks 
have  been  owning  up  right  and  left. 
Why,  the  prisons  are  cram  full,  and  the 
Governors  report  them  more  like  monas- 
teries of  happy  children  than  real  down- 
right hell-on-earth  prisons  like  they  ought 
to  be.  But  it  isn't  folks  that  have  done 
what  they  didn't  ought,  only,  who  get 
converted.  The  just  worldly  folks  are 
getting  converted  too.  There's  Lord 
Blondebumcquin,  for  instance,  who  rode 
his  own  winner  in  the  Derby  thirty  years 
ago,  hasn't  missed  a  big  night  at  the  Ring 
for  forty  years,  used  to  wash  down  a  two- 
pound  steak  for  breakfast  with  champagne 
and  stout  mixed  every  day  of  his  life,  drove 
22 
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a  coach  and  four  up  the  steps  into  St.  Paul's 
for  a  bet,  and  boasted  he'd  wear  his  top 
hat,  gardenia  and  a  cheroot  even  at  his 
wife's  funeral  :  a  real  straight  sport. 
Well,  he's  converted  now,  carries  his 
portable  ice  -  cream  soda  fountain  to 
mothers'  meetings.  Given  away  most  of 
his  cash  too,  so  they  say.  And  he  had  a 
pocketful  I'll  allow." 

"  Dear  me  !  " 

"  Yes,  sir,  lots  do  that  :  give  the  lot 
away  to  Charities  and  all  that.  Why, 
there's  La  Belle  Kiki,  that  they  say  Cy 
Magniferox  was  so  mad  about,  she's  just 
given  up  everything  and  buried  herself  in 
a  convent.  And  Bijou  Malmaison,  the 
world's  greatest  vaudeville  comedienne, 
has  gone  to  live  in  a  slum.  She's  writ- 
ing her  Autobiography.  Publisher  paid 
^10,000  for  it,  and,  it's  said,  some  big  swell 
coughed  up  ^^20,000  more  for  her  to 
strike  out  two  chapters,  which  she  did, 
since  all  takings  went  to  charity.  It's 
called  Memoirs  of  a  Madcap  Magdalen,  or 
from  Hell  to  Hope'' 

"  Hope  ?  "  Dr.  Ahasuerus's  eyes  nar- 
rowed. "Thank  you,"  he  said  curtly; 
"  please  send  my  dining-room  steward 
along  to  me." 
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Half  an  hour  later  Dr.  Ahasuerus  sat 
in  the  library  of  the  yacht  before  the 
immense  pile  of  correspondence  that  had 
accumulated  during  two  years  in  which 
he  had  never  once  opened  a  letter.  Piled 
high  upon  the  chairs  about  the  room  lay 
stacks  of  periodicals. 

Dr.  Ahasuerus,  running  through  several 
packets  of  correspondence,  extracted  an 
envelope. 

"  In  accordance  with  your  confidential 
instructions,"  he  read,  "  I  have  en- 
deavoured to  acquire  information  as  to 
the  inner  workings  and  exact  programme 
of  Golgotha  iff  Co.  I  regret  to  report 
results  are  extremely  meagre.  Mammon's 
Intelligence  Bureau  is  uncommonly  well 
served,  and  it  is  difficult  to  prosecute  close 
inquiries  without  exciting  suspicion. 

"  The  campaign  opened  quietly  enough. 
Indeed,  it  was  some  time  before  I  realized 
it  had  even  begun.  The  first  moves 
were  curious.  Philosophic  pessimism  and 
especially  the  pessimistic  and  material- 
istic doctrines  of  the  well-known  Professor 
Genro-Grubbe  were  boomed,  while 
attention  was   drawn   to  the  widespread 
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corruption  of  society  as  a  whole,  and  in 
particular  to  the  peculiar  forms  of  de- 
pravity alleged  to  be  the  rage  among  the 
well-to-do.  At  the  same  time  the  Arts — 
especially  the  arts  of  public  entertainment 
— were  infused  with  a  certain  perversion 
and  licence,  amounting  at  times  to 
savage  bestiality ;  and  this  infusion  was 
accompanied  by  loud  references  to  the 
constant  cruelty  of  nature,  with  con- 
sequent imbecility  of  faith,  hope  and 
charity,  which  were  postulated  as  mere 
forms  of  '  sentimentality.'  Much  em- 
phasis was  laid  on  sex  and  hereditary 
disposition  toward  crime.  The  world,  in 
short,  was  pictured  as  a  mixture  of  Neronic 
saturnalia  and  a  shambles.  The  ideal 
man,  it  was  postulated,  should  resemble  a 
cross  between  a  barn-door  cock,  a  steam- 
roller and  a  rogue  elephant.  That  was 
Nature's  Law.  Civilization  had  come  to 
be  through  men  of  that  sort  and  would 
remain  in  their  possession.  And  this  was 
entirely  as  it  should  be,  since  it  was  in 
conformity  with  Nature's  Law.  Those 
who  differed  from  this  view  were  muddle- 
headed.  The  wise  of  the  world  had  long 
ago  despaired.  All  that  could  be  thought, 
felt  or  acted  had  been  thought,  felt  and 
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acted.  Only  the  gestures  were  left. 
Meanwhile,  those  who  had  the  means 
were  busy  eating,  drinking  and  fornicating, 
particularly  fornicating,  and  anybody  who 
had  any  pretensions  to  being  anybody, 
although,  of  course,  they  wouldn't  find 
much  satisfaction  in  it  (for  this  too  was  only 
a  gesture),  had  better  hurry  up  and  follow 
suit.  As  for  the  Arts — what  were  the 
arts  but  toys  ?  At  the  opera — comedies  of 
the  sorrows  of  puppets  ;  in  the  picture 
galleries  —  leg-pulling  and  inter-coterie 
satire,  or,  for  genuine  artists,  penitential 
refuge  in  entire  abstraction ;  in  the  novel 
— elegant  and  erudite  obscenity ;  in 
poetry — the  Monkey-on-a-stick  School. 

"  That  was  the  first  stage.  The  second 
commenced  with  a  carefully  organized 
Business  Slump  on  a  colossal  scale,  charac- 
terized by  two  great  panics  resulting  in 
sensational  bank  failures.  And  now  the 
whole  organization  got  under  weigh,  play- 
ing an  immense  and  very  complicated 
symphony.  An  epidemic  of  suicides  broke 
out,  and  every  suicide  received  a  sensational 
press  and  radio  (with  consequent  further 
suicides).  Such  two  or  three  natural 
disasters — a  collision  of  great  passenger 
aeroplanes,    an    earthquake    in    Sicily,    a 
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famine  in  China — as  attract  but  moderate 
attention  in  normal  times  were  magnified 
into  world  disasters,  and  history,  since  the 
opening  of  the  industrial  era,  was  inter- 
preted as  solely  a  series  of  hairbreadth 
escapes  from  such  disasters.  Meanwhile 
in  sober  reviews  a  wordy  battle  was  com- 
menced between  out-and-out  pessimists 
and  would-be  believers,  of  which  some 
echoes  were  allowed  to  reach  the  general 
radio  public  in  a  simplified  form.  The 
Archbishop  of  Canterbury  (all  unwit- 
tingly) allowed  himself  to  be  beguiled  into 
public  debate,  and  endured  a  crushing 
defeat  at  the  hands  of  Bertram  Bumleigh, 
the  well-known  Enemy  of  God  and  Friend 
of  the  Working  Man.  The  Church 
became  discredited.  And  then  the  tide 
commenced  to  turn.  There  rose  up  a 
sceptical  philosopher  who  smote  the  pessi- 
mist materialist  hip  and  thigh.  The  world 
began  to  see  that  nothing  was  known,  had 
been  known  or  ever  would,  could  or 
should  be  known.  The  young  philosopher 
created  something  of  a  sensation  by  draw- 
ing the  attention  of  the  serious-minded  to 
'  the  lonely  and,  it  must  be  confessed, 
extremely  intriguing,  if  for  some  time 
past    somewhat    discredited    figure,    of   a 
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Jewish  beggar,  a  contemporary  of  Seneca, 
and  now  generally  known  under  the  name 
of  Jesus  Christ.'  This  individual  he 
proceeded  to  compare,  not  without  some 
smiling  references  to  the  donnish  fanci- 
fulness  of  the  proceeding,  to  Zoroaster, 
the  authoress  of  the  Odyssey,  Socrates, 
Khoung-Tsen,  Euclid,  Aroun  el  Raschid, 
Gengis  Khan,  Roger  Bacon,  Machiavelli, 
Christopher  Columbus,  Rabelais,  Akbar, 
Pietro  d'Alba,  Cromwell,  an  unknown 
painter  of  the  Tsing  Dynasty,  Prosdocimus 
de  Beldemandis,  Peter  the  Great,  Voltaire, 
Cagliostro,  George  Washington,  Marat, 
George  Stevenson,  Napoleon,  Schopen- 
hauer, Garibaldi,  Whitman,  Karl  Marx, 
Ibsen,  Lenin,  G.  B.  Shaw,  Professor 
Einstein,  Lord  Northcliffe,  Bill  OTossum 
(leading  coloured  comedian),  Emil  Coue, 
Pachmaninoff  (the  virtuoso)  and  John  D. 
Rockefeller. 

"  From  such  comparisons  he  concluded 
that,  on  the  whole,  the  teachings  of  this 
obscure  but  remarkable  personality  were 
*  not  without  their  interest  and  even  some 
especial  significance  for  the  world  of  to- 
day.' (See  cutting.)  Meanwhile  spon- 
taneous outbursts  of  revivalism  were 
reported    from     Kentucky,    New    South 
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Wales,      Carmarthenshire      and     County 
Antrim.     Two    miracles,    fully    attested, 
drew  eyes  to  Lourdes,  where  the  number 
of    pilgrims   was    estimated    to    break    all 
records.     At  Kazan,  in    East  Russia,  the 
Dukobore  Sect  multiplied  overnight  and 
proceeded  to  establish  a  community  having 
some  of  the  characteristics  of  a  religious 
republic.     Religious  cranks  in  the  London 
Parks  drew  such  crowds  and  indulged  in 
such  antics  that  police  court  proceedings 
had  to  be  taken.     From  Alabama  floated 
rumours  of  Klu-Klux-Klan  denunciations 
of  one  Rufus  Q.  Plantagenet,  alleged  to 
proclaim    himself   the    Coal-Black   Christ 
and      Emperor      and      Grand      Imperial 
Theocrat   of   All   Coloured   Peoples,    fol- 
lowed by  corroborative  lynchings   and  a 
revival   of   an   exterminative   Christianity 
peculiar   to   the    Klan.     Salvation   Army 
marchers    advancing    from    Glasgow    ac- 
cumulated   no    less    than    150,000    sym- 
pathizers    by    the     time     they     reached 
Barnet,    where    they    were   joined    by    a 
Detachment     known     as     '  The    Devil's 
Darlings,'   selected   brands   plucked   from 
the  Inmost  Burning  Circle  of  the  Upper 
Ten.      Under  the  Dionysian  leadership  of 
the  young,  beautiful  and  reputed  hitherto 
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abandoned  Lady  Betty  St.  Claire,  they 
succeeded,  despite  the  utmost  efforts  of 
the  poHce,  in  invading  the  House  of 
Commons  (for  which  Lord  Ruggles,  the 
young  lady's  father,  had  afterwards  to 
apologize  to  both  Houses),  in  turning  out 
the  members  and  in  holding  an  impromptu 
service.  Lady  Betty  was  arrested  under 
the  most  dramatic  and  cinematographic 
circumstances,  and  suffered  a  short  term 
of  imprisonment.  On  release  she  was 
immediately  hailed  as  the  Second  Joan  of 
Arc  and,  after  addressing  the  largest 
crowd  which  ever  assembled  in  Trafalgar 
Square,  led  amid  scenes  of  extraordinary 
enthusiasm  a  procession  to  Lambeth  to 
duck  the  Archbishop  of  Canterbury  (her 
maternal  uncle)  in  the  Round  Pond,  and, 
finally,  to  demonstrate  outside  Bucking- 
ham Palace  demanding  that  His  Majesty 
imitate  Edward  the  Confessor,  and,  dressed 
in  his  nightshirt  and  candle  in  hand,  lead 
his  people  barefoot  to  Westminster  Abbey. 
This  marks  the  close  of  the  second 
stage  and  is  the  news  to  date.  What 
the    morrow    may     bring    forth     is     un- 


certam." 


Mad,"     murmured     Dr.     Ahasuerus, 
leaning    back,    "  quite    mad.     They    arc 
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rousing  the  very  impulses  thev  wish  to 
quell." 

He  hunted  out  a  second  letter. 

"  Though  I  closed  my  last  with  an 
account  of  scattered  and  sensational  out- 
breaks of  religiosity,  you  must  not  imagine 
these  outbreaks  as  doing  more  than  mo- 
mentarily occupy  the  foreground  of  the  per- 
petually revolving  World-stage  fronting 
the  Average  Man  of  to-day.  Behind  such 
incidents  imagine  nothing  but  wars  and 
rumours  of  wars,  intense  financial  depres- 
sion, a  lurid  phantasmagoria  of  accidents, 
suicides,  '  immoral  '  dancing,  divorces, 
bankruptcies,  profiteering,  outre  fashions, 
new  poison  gas,  Balkan  atrocities,  spirit- 
ualism, half-hidden  hidden  orgies,  para- 
doxical philosophies.  These  sensational 
outbreaks,  however,  did  attract  some  atten- 
tion, and  lately  it  has  been  discovered  that 
beneath  the  surface  a  spiritual  renaissance 
is  in  progress. 

"  The  religious  poems  of  one  Charles 
Julian,  a  good  -  looking  youth  and  an 
undoubted  genius,  who  died  in  great 
squalor,  have  enjoyed  an  immense  vogue, 
and  everywhere  he  has  been  hailed  as  the 
prophet  of  a  sort  of  spiritual  revanche. 
The  jeunesse    dore    have    taken   to   hair- 
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shirts  and  Spanish  mysticism.  Prominent 
personages  (including  an  ex  -  Cabinet 
Minister,  an  international  footballer,  an 
essayist,  a  popular  Admiral,  a  caricaturist, 
and  the  Rouge  Badger  Poursuivant)  have 
gone  over  to  Rome.  New  sects  (chiefly 
dilute  forms  of  Christianity)  have  sprung 
up  overnight,  and  the  Churches  have 
entered  into  vigorous  competition  (in 
America  into  combination)  vidth  them  to 
the  great  numerical  gain  of  all  persuasions. 
And  at  the  very  beginning  of  this  boom 
in  religion  Golgotha  iff  Co.  have  (though 
in  veiled  terms)  announced  their  scheme 
through  one  set  of  journals  and  promptly 
attacked  it  in  another.  The  result  has, 
however,  never  been  in  doubt.  The 
people  are  said  to  have  hailed  it  with  joy. 
Two  obscure  Proletarian  dailies  have  been 
suppressed.  A  cousin  of  M.  Krohn,  who 
had  (anonymously)  supplied  the  means  to 
carry  on  these  two  papers  in  the  hope  of 
being  bought  out  through  his  relative  by 
the  Brains  of  Power,  has  been  imprisoned. 
The  little  weekly,  which  you  bade  me  sub- 
sidize as  an  instrument  for  acquiring 
information  by  means  of  injudicious 
articles  requiring  contradiction,  etc.,  has 
(in  consequence  of  a  libel  action  which  I 
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was  compelled  to  settle  out  of  court  lest 
your  name   appear)   gone   into  voluntary 
liquidation.      Actual   information  of  any 
sort  as  to  the  true  inner  programme  of 
Mammon  and  his  associates  is  difficult  to 
obtain.     I  have,  nevertheless,  succeeded  in 
laying  hands  on  certain  confidential  cir- 
culars in  the  form  of  news  and  memoranda 
issued  to  deputy-chiefs  of  outlying  offices. 
I  am  dispatching  to  you   every  month  a 
large  selection  of  newspapers,  magazines, 
mixed  literature,  etc.,  containing  typical 
extracts,    both   material   emanating   from 
the    Secret     Central     Press     Bureau     of 
Golgotha  y  Co.  and  that  contributed  by 
the  general  public  under  stimulus.     Please 
note  that  the  Press  believes  as  firmly  as  the 
public  in  the  figment  it  has  created,  and 
perhaps  with  reason.     Certainly  the  world 
is  stirred  in  a  way  that  at  first  I  thought 
without  parallel  till,  keeping  well  in  mind 
the     immense     resources     of     suggestion 
(through    press,    cinematograph,    gramo- 
phone, radio  and   mere   mass  production 
advertisement,  etc.)  at  Mammon's  disposal 
(so  much  greater  than  any  known  in  the 
past),  I  glanced  at  history  and  observed  the 
sudden  subliminal  uprush  centring  about 
the    episode    of    Peter    the    Hermit,    the 
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Reformation  or  the  French  Revolution. 
Mammon  is  not  so  much  stimulating  an 
activity  presumed  defunct  as  groping  for 
the  trigger  to  release  an  immense  dormant 
energy.  He  creates  nothing  ;  he  merely 
taps  a  source  and  brings  something  into 
play." 

Dr.  Ahasuerus  dropped  the  letter. 

"  My  correspondent  deceives  himself," 
he  reflected.  "  He,  too,  is  getting  hypno- 
tized. What  he  thinks  he  ought  to  see, 
he  sees.  Reformation,  French  Revolution, 
indeed  !  Such  movements  take  whole 
generations  to  get  under  way.  Human 
nature  does  not  change.  So-called  '  Pro- 
gress '  may  speed  up  this,  that  or  the  other 
of  its  foolish  playthings  in  the  form  of 
mechanical  creations,  but  the  human 
tempo  ? — no  !  " 

He  hunted  out  a  third  letter. 

"  This  is  of  necessity  brief,"  he  read, 
"  for  I  believe  myself  under  surveillance. 
Radio  I  dare  not  use.  Moreover,  my 
conscience  is  beginning  to  trouble  me." 

"  Pshaw  !  " 

"  For  I  am  not  at  all  certain  whether 
I  ought  to  supply  you  with  information, 
who,  according  to  a  trustworthy  paper, 
are  an  avowed  enemy  of  Christ,  and  as 
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such,  it  is  hinted,  opposed  the  project  of 
the  Great  Film.  In  any  event,  I  have 
decided  to  send  you  no  more  periodicals." 

Dr.  Ahasuerus  turned  the  letter  over. 
The  date  proclaimed  it  more  than  six 
months  old. 

"  You  protested  indifference  in  our 
Interview,  but  you  did  not  declare  your 
reasons  for  requiring  information  con- 
cerning Golgotha  y  Co.  As  your  employe, 
however  confidential,  I  could,  of  course, 
scarcely  inquire  further.  But  I  now 
believe  them  such  as  a  conscientious  man 
might  well  have  reason  to  suspect." 

"  Idiot !  "  murmured  Dr.  Ahasuerus. 

"  I  warn  you  that  I  may  have  to  decide 
to  annul  my  agreements  with  you.  The 
soul  has  nothing  to  do  with  such  trans- 


actions." 


"  Ridiculous  fool  !  The  '  soul ' — what 
does  he  mean  by  that  ?  He  writes  like  a 
schoolboy.  I  thought  him  a  grown  man. 
First  he  loses  his  judgment  and  then  he 
lectures  me  about  his  '  conscience.'  " 

"  The  newspaper  riot  has  a  little  died 
down.     All  is  quiet " 

"  That's  better." 

" — for  all  eyes  are  turned  on  the 
Protagonist.     Although     invisible     he     is 
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now  the  centre  of  the  drama.  The  atten- 
tion he  attracts  is  positively  miraculous." 

The  Third  Officer  passed  the  window 
of  the  cabin.  Dr.  Ahasuerus's  compressed 
lips  became  more  threadlike  than  ever. 

"  Perhaps  you  may  think  that  word 
'  miraculous  '  extraordinary.  But  the 
strangest  rumours  are  afloat.  I  will  not 
trouble  you  with  them.  Suffice  to  say 
that  I  have  bent  all  my  powers  toward 
procuring  what  is  forbidden  on  pain  of 
penal  servitude,  namely,  a  portrait  of  the 
Protagonist.  Once  I  have  seen  this,  I  feel 
that  I  shall  be  better  able  to  judge  of  my 
position.  I  don't  know  why  I  feel  like 
this,  but  I  do." 

A  singular  fancy  seemed  to  visit  Ahas- 
uerus.  It  was  with  an  uneasy  look  that 
he  glanced  toward  the  window,  assured 
himself  that  the  officer  had  passed  by,  and 
commenced  a  feverish  search  for  a  fourth 
particular  envelope. 

It  appeared  to  have  been  mislaid. 

He  rang. 

The  steward  assured  him  that  he  had 
placed  all  the  accumulated  correspondence 
upon  the  table. 

Dr.  Ahasuerus  gave  a  curt  unusual 
"  Thank   you."     Was   it    mere   fancy   to 
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trace  a  thousandth  fraction  of  relief  in  his 
voice  ? 

The  door  closed.     Ahasuerus  smiled. 

"  Well,  let  us  inspect  the  latest  form  of 
man's  imbecility." 

And  he  settled  down  to  the  mixed 
material  his  agent  had  provided. 


Dr.  Ahasuerus's  eye  fell  upon  a  dossier 
labelled  Latin  Countries  to  Date. 

"  As  becomes  plain,"  ran  his  corre- 
spondent's attached  note,  "  from  a  reading 
of  these  clippings,  the  mooting  of  Gol- 
gotha l^  Co.'' s  project  seems  to  be  occasion- 
ing (to  put  it  mildly)  considerable  differ- 
ences of  opinion.  Indeed,  I  am  informed 
that  no  less  than  seven  duels  have  already 
been  fought  arising  out  of  interpellations 
in  the  French  Chamber  of  Deputies  and 
Senate.  In  Italy  a  great  sensation  has 
been  caused  by  the  death  of  a  participant 
in  one  of  many  such  affairs  of  honour. 
What  is  puzzling  is  that  Professor  Mam- 
mon, so  far  from  checking  the  controversy, 
seems  to  encourage  it.  Journals  which 
are,  I  believe,  under  the  control  of  his 
associates  never  lose  a  chance  of  comparing 
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the  really  prodigious  row  now  in  progress 
to  the  Dreyfus  case — with  M.  Krohn  in 
the  character  of  Dreyfus — for  the  anti- 
Semites,  under  Professor  M.'s  direction 
(I  presume),  have  not  failed  to  discover  the 
nefarious  workings  of  Israel  in  Golgotha  iff 
Co.^s  proposals.  Indeed,  I  rather  fancy 
that  was  why  Professor  M.  appointed 
Krohn  Chairman  of  the  Paris  Board.  The 
Catholic  Church  itself  seems  (as  far  as 
France  and  Italy  are  concerned)  in  some 
danger  of  a  serious  split  on  the  question. 
Even  the  '  blacker '  elements  are  not  at  one  : 
certain  of  them  pointing  out  that  Golgotha 
is  Co.  have  promised  strictly  to  respect 
Catholic  dogma, and  others  loudly  denounc- 
ing it  as  a  Protestant,  republican,  Semitic 
and  even  atheistic  movement.  Mean- 
while the  Holy  See  has  not  (up  to  date) 
thought  fit  to  declare  its  opinion.  Out- 
side '  black  '  circles  an  ever  fiercer  battle 
rages.  Moderate  Catholics  are  divided 
into  enthusiastic  and  timid  supporters  ; 
Modernists  are  either  utterly  opposed  or 
furious  advocates.  It  must  be  confessed 
that  at  present  it  is  exceedingly  hard  to 
make  anything  of  the  intentions  actuating 
the  brains  of  those  behind  all  this.     We 


must  await  events." 


23 
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Dr.  Ahasuerus  inspected  a  few  of  the 
accompanying  articles.  The  manner  was 
vicious. 

Then  he  perceived  the  cHppings  to  be 
more  than  sixteen  months  old.  Turning 
to  a  dossier  marked  Latin  Countries  to 
Date  (2),  he  ran  his  eye  over  his  corre- 
spondent's second  note. 

"  The  Archbishop  has  bestowed  his 
blessing  on  the  movement,  a  gesture 
followed,  you  will  observe,  by  an  Encyc- 
lical Letter  in  which  His  Holiness  appears, 
as  far  as  can  be  gathered  from  the  some- 
what obscurely  worded  text,  to  qualify  the 
See's  supposed  refusal  to  sympathize  with 
the  proposals  of  Golgotha  ifS  Co.,  which  His 
Holiness's  former  silence  is  said  to  have 
indicated. 

"  We  may  perhaps  trace  some  con- 
nection between  this  event  and  the  fact 
(ascertained  through  private  channels  and 
a  profound  secret)  that  M.  Krohn  and 
M.  Levi-Cahusac  have  been  prevailed 
upon  to  resign  from  the  Paris  Board  of 
Directors,  where  their  presence  as  joint 
owners  of  the  extremely  secular  journal, 
La  Crieuse  de  la  Foire,  was  causing  some 
confusion.  M.  le  Comte  Francois  Eustace 
Onagre-d' Autrefois  has  consented  to  take 
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Krohn's  place  (the  reason  for  this  is 
obscure,  but  is  said  to  be  connected  with 
certain  benefactions  the  Count  received 
in  youth  from  M.  Krohn  when  in  need  of 
a  friend  to  help  him  through  certain  long- 
forgotten  entanglements  in  the  theatrical 
world).  The  Due  d'OUa-Podrida  has 
been  co-opted  from  Italy  (bringing  with 
him  the  weight  of  the  Italian  nationalist 
movement)  to  serve  as  liaison  officer 
between  Paris  and  secular  Rome.  Peace, 
however,  is  not  restored.  Golgotha  iff  Co., 
as  you  may  see  from  the  dossier,  has 
eclipsed  even  the  Sahara  Irrigation 
Scandal  (not  to  speak  of  the  Monnier- 
Coquillart  cause  celebre)  as  a  subject  of 
controversy." 

Dr.  Ahasuerus  passed  to  the  third 
dossier  and  read  :  "  It  is  as  I  long  suspected. 
The  above  doings  have  been  but,  as  it  were, 
an  overture  while  the  real  drama  was  in 
preparation.  The  day  after  my  last  com- 
munication the  entire  Press  dropped 
Golgotha  is  Co.  and  concentrated  on  the 
alleged  discovery  of  a  series  of  forts  and 
strategic  railways  said  to  have  been 
secretly  constructed  by  Germany  along 
the  French  border.  I  have  reason  to 
believe    that    no    such    forts    exist.     The 
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papers  of  Herr  Blumcnbaum  (M.  Krohn's 
second  cousin)  had,  however,  been  indulg- 
ing for  some  time  past  in  vague  allusions 
to  '  the  coming  of  the  German  day,'  '  the 
hour  of  sunrise  that  cannot  be  long  in 
breaking,'  '  decadent  civilizations,'  '  a  new 
map  of  Europe,'  etc.  etc.  The  Paris 
press,  seizing  on  these  phrases,  has  created 
a  first-class  scare. 

"  Later. — Two  weeks  ago  an  '  Inter- 
national Incident  '  occurred.  A  French 
Cavalry  officer,  husband,  I  learn,  of  M. 
Krohn's  favourite  niece,  while  on  a  visit 
to  M.  Krohn's  brother-in-law  in  Munich, 
had  the  misfortune  to  turn  his  monocle  on 
pretty  Fraulein  Steck  as  she  sat  in  the  next 
box  at  the  opera.  The  Herr  Geheimrath 
Steck,  who  (by  one  of  those  caprices  in 
which  Nature  outstrips  man's  art)  hap- 
pened to  be  Herr  Blumcnbaum's  cousin, 
found  it  impossible  to  disregard  the 
affront.  Leaning  out  of  the  box  he  struck 
the  offending  monocle  to  the  ground. 
Whereat,  as  was  only  natural,  the  gallant 
young  officer  spat  in  the  said  Geheimrath's 
eye.  There  ensued  so  violent  a  scene  (the 
officer  was  armed)  that  the  performance 
had  to  be  suspended.  In  two  days  this 
historical  expectoration  assumed  an  inter- 
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national  importance — the  more  so  since 
M.  Krohn's  brother-in-law  appears  to 
have  been  unable  to  bring  himself  to 
disclose  to  his  erstwhile  guest  that  the 
Geheimrath  was,  in  some  sort,  a  relation 
— the  shame  would  have  been  too  great. 
A  brisk  exchange  of  notes  between  the 
two  Foreign  Offices  concerned  ensued ; 
mobilization  of  both  armies  was  ordered 
(then  cancelled) ;  exchanges  fell  (and  rose 
again)  ;  Magniferox,  I  hear,  lost  a  vast 
sum  in  Paris  (and  gained  an  even  vaster  in 
London) ;  the  'Marseillaise'  and  'Deutsch- 
land  liber  Alles '  were  sung  in  the  streets, 
and,  in  brief,  the  incident  passed  off  with 
all  possible  profit  and  eclat.  Need  I  say 
— inspect  the  clippings  ! — that  the  result- 
ant uprush  of  pious  and  nationalistic 
French  sentiment,  natural  to  such  a  crisis, 
has  been  all  that  the  Directors  of  Golgotha 
iff  Co.  could  desire  ?  The  flame  having 
been  lit,  the  sacred  union  has  been 
cemented.  With  one  Field-Marshal,  two 
Army  Corps  commanders,  a  late  liberal 
philosopher,  the  wife  of  one  prominent 
industrialist  and  the  much-respected 
mistress  of  another,  two  members  of  the 
Academic,  the  leading  actress  of  the 
Theatre    Frangaise,    a    member    of    the 
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Institute  and  a  politician,  lately  Socialist 
and  Atheist  premier,  co-opted  on  to  the 
board,  the  Directorate  of  Golgotha  iff  Co. 
(French)  is  become  a  truly  representative 
national  body.  The  paper  marked  K9  is 
the  agenda  of  the  Board's  last  meeting, 
procured  with  difficulty  through  a  channel 
now  closed,  since  all  employees  of  Gol- 
gotha iff  Co.  are  now  sworn  in  and  the 
increase  of  religious  sentiment  renders 
certain  forms  of  commercial  transaction 
excessively  difficult  and  hazardous." 

Dr.  Ahasuerus  scanned  K9  and,  not 
without  some  sombre  gratification,  learned, 
among  other  matters,  that  the  proceedings 
of  the  Board  were  invariably  prefaced  by 
prayer  and  a  brief  homily  in  Latin,  and 
were  concluded  by  the  singing  of  the 
"  Marseillaise." 

He  returned  to  the  memorandum. 

"  The  Sovereign  Pontiff,  you  will  ob- 
serve, has  been  unable  to  withhold  his 
blessing  (obscurely  worded  though  it  be) 
from  the  enterprise." 

Dr.  Ahasuerus  sighed.  "  Rome  too 
.  .  .  .?  Rome,  at  least,  I  had  thought 
civilized  ...  to  march  with  the  times, 
how  absurd  !  .  .  .  authority  should  pre- 
serve its  integrity  or  it  is  nothing.     This 
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Professor,  however,  seems  to  know  what 
he  is  doing.  Let  us  hope  that,  having 
started  his  top  spinning,  he  may  continue 
no  less  capable  of  controlling  its  peri- 
patations  than  he  would  appear  at  present." 

5 

The  memorandum  attached  to  the 
German  file  was  brief. 

"  The  method  in  Germany  has  lacked 
the  drama  used  in  Latin  countries.  One 
would  have  hazarded,  remembering  the 
science  of  Germany  and  her  boasted 
democracy,  that  some  one  would  have 
smelt  a  rat.  But  no,  the  Teutons  ap- 
pear, if  possible,  more  slavish  than  any 
other  people  and  more  easily  influenced. 
After  some  thought,  I  have  concluded 
that  this  is  entirely  in  accordance  with 
their  racial  characteristics,  and  I  cannot 
withhold  my  admiration  for  the  discern- 
ment displayed  by  Professor  M.  The 
Germans  have  always  been  romantic,  and 
in  Germany  Romanticism  takes  the  form 
of  a  frivolous  mistiness  intended  to  con- 
ceal unsatisfied  emotional  cravings.  When 
Napoleon  overran  them  they  fawned 
on  him  to  such  an  extent  that  even  he, 
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a  man  possessed  of  no  taste  whatever, 
was  sickened  at  them.  They  were  then, 
and  continued  throughout  the  early  Nine- 
teenth Century,  a  race  wallowing  in  self- 
abasement,  self-pity  and  all  the  washier 
paraphernalia  of  Romantic  suffering. 
They  achieved  a  federated  Empire  and, 
from  considering  themselves  the  Hamlets 
of  thought,  took  to  seeing  themselves  as 
the  Hannibals  of  action,  prated  of  '  shining 
armour,'  '  a  destiny  upon  the  seas,'  etc. 
Their  earlier  ethic  had  been  idealistic  and 
sentimental,  now  it  became  realist  and 
cynical.  In  iSoo  they  had  appeared  to 
themselves  as  suffering  martyrs,  in  1850, 
with  Lohengrin  in  place  of  vVerther,  they 
christened  themselves  conquering  saints. 
In  both  roles  they  were  characterized  by  a 
slavish  suggestibility,  witness  of  unsatislied 
emotional  cravings  and  incredible  naivete, 
the  result  of  a  racial  preference  for  using 
fact  rather  as  the  proof  of  subjective  asser- 
tions than  as  a  starting-point  for  thought. 
Of  these  characteristics  our  Professor  has 
known  how  to  take  full  advantage.  No 
other  nation  has  yielded  on  such  easy 
terms.  It  must  be  remembered,  however, 
that  this  folk,  given  to  fairy  tales,  is,  as  far 
as   concerns   religion,    probably   the   least 
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fundamentally  sceptical  in  Europe,  be- 
cause any  criticism  they  indulge  in  always 
represents  an  elemental  attitude  and 
never  a  fact. 

"  The  method  used  in  Germany  has 
been  chiefly  repetition  direct  and  indirect, 
a  constant  appeal  to  general  ideas  (no 
German  male  can  resist  a  general  idea), 
backed  by  a  wholesale  appeal  to  history 
from  which  the  most  complicated  con- 
clusions have  been  drawn,  all  characterized 
by  a  continual  theoretic  consideration 
(under  new  forms)  of  the  Hegelian  battle 
of  good  with  good,  ever  leading  (by  paths 
the  most  fantastic  and  devious  imaginable, 
in  which  every  notion  big  and  little  is 
accorded  the  same  importance)  to  the 
suggestion  that  the  findings  of  the  more 
abstract,  weighty  and  mystical  of  philoso- 
phers are  at  one  with  Christianity.  All 
Germany  has  followed  these  discussions 
with  a  zeal  and  accepted  these  conclusions 
with  an  assurance  that  would  be  astonish- 
ing in  any  other  country.  But  Germany 
has  always  been  the  supreme  paradise  of 
Intellectual  Snobbery.  Finally,  repeated 
assertion,  backed  by  no  reasoning  whatever 
but  rendered  compulsive  by  constant 
citation  of  the  prestige  of  the  State  and  of 
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those  who  serve  it,  has  fostered  into  an 
ineradicable  belief  the  already  existent 
persuasion  that  conformity  to  the  doc- 
trines of  the  State  implies  conformity  to 
the  doctrine  of  the  Church.  In  short,  as 
far  as  Germany  is  concerned,  Mammon's 
enterprise  may  be  considered  as  already 
nigh  accomplished." 
Dr.  Ahasuerus  yawned. 


The  steward  indicated  that  dinner  was 
served.  Dr.  Ahasuerus  passed  into  the 
dining-room. 

"  Stop  !  "  said  Dr.  Ahasuerus  as  the 
man  was  about  to  withdraw.  "  I  am 
interested  to  learn  that  my  crew  are — um 
— concerned  over  the  state  of  their  souls. 
I  understand  that  a  certain — er — Deep 
Sea  Pilot  (such  is,  I  think,  the  name  he  has 
seen  fit  to  assume)  has  had  the  enterprise 
to  avail  himself  of  Radio.  Tell  me — are 
there  many  such  ?  Are  addresses  on  such 
topics  common  ?  " 

"  There's  a  very  big  service  of  them, 
I  believe,  sir.  Anything,  in  fact,  from 
points  of  theological  controversy  dis- 
cussed  by   eminent   authorities   (an   item 
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enjoying  a  big  vogue  in  Scotland)  to 
individual  talks  with  celebrated  divines, 
though  of  course  that  last  is  very  expensive 
— the  clients  being,  I  believe,  chiefly 
society  ladies.  I've  a  catalogue  if  you  like, 
sir." 

He  pulled  a  paper  from  inside  his  reefer 
jacket. 

"  It  is  an  American  Service  ?  " 

"  Yes,  sir.  The  Ever-Ready  Piety 
Corporation." 

Dr.  Ahasuerus  scanned  the  index. 

His  eye  skimming  the  Popular  Lines, 
including  Sacred  Sing-Songs  (Senti- 
mental), Ditto  (Cheerful),  Piety  and 
Pep  (Twenty-Minute  Palavers),  Prayers 
(Meaningful),  Ditto  (Daily),  found  itself 
arrested  at — 


OUR  SPECIAL  LINE  : 

Our  distinguished  klientale  of  Radio- 
ligious  Fans  thru-out  the  N.  hemisfere 
will  be  delited  to  hear  that  Manasseh 
Q.  Judd,  famous  divine,  late  pastor  of 
St.  Etheldreda  Kilmansegg,  Chicago,  has 
been  prevailed  upon  to  continue  with  us 
his  series  of  Discourses-for-Doubters.     A 
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Past  Master  in  the  Secrets  of  the  Soul, 
able  at  will  to  turn  the  searchlight  of  his 
Spiritual  Intelligence  upon  the  Puzzles  of 
the  Lowly  Simple  or  the  Complex  Soul- 
Agonies  of  the  Sophisticated  Great,  Pastor 
Judd  daily  succeeds  in  proving  that  Faith 
is  no  tourdeforce. 

In  two  Lines  (thrice  daily)  : 

-r..  ,      (Doubters  (Pop.). 

Discourses  for  i  c         •      tAv/ 
I  buperior  Ditto. 


"  I  think,"  said  Dr.  Ahasuerus  slowly, 
placing  the  catalogue  of  the  Ever-Ready 
Piety  Corporation  upon  the  table  and 
tucking  his  napkin  into  his  collar,  "  that  I 
should  do  well  to  take  one  of  the  Dis- 
courses for  Superior  Doubters — if  that  is 
how  one  phrases  it.  Page  71.  Section  B. 
I  imagine  from  the  meridian  on  which  we 
are  at  present  that  the  famous  pastor 
should  be  about  to  begin  his  midday 
address." 

"  That's  easy,  sir.  I  believe  the  First 
Officer  takes  it,  sir.  That  and  the  Sports 
Special." 

"  And  the  Sports  Special  ?  .  .  .  I  think 
I  can  hazard  his  nationality — English,  of 
course  ?  " 
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"  A  Briton,  sir.  Regular  Boy  o'  the 
Bulldog  Breed,  sir.  Enjoys  great  argu- 
ments with  the  Second  Officer,  sir,  an 
Ohio  man.  It  was  the  Ohio  man — he 
v/as  always  a  bit  pious — put  him  onto 
Pastor  Judd,  sir.  Fact  is,  I  heard  the 
First  Officer  dropped  a  whole  month's  pay 
on  the  Grand  National  (silly  race  to  bet 
on  !)  and  that  made  him  reflective.  Now 
he  takes  both  Sports  Special  and  Pastor 
Judd.  The  Ohio  man,  sir,  has  taken  on  a 
bet  with  him — the  only  bet  of  his  life, 
Ohio  says,  and  not  a  real  bet,  for  it's  a  dead 
certainty,  the  Lord  being  on  his  side — 
that  Judd  and  his  Major  Spiritual  Con- 
tests will  knock  the  whole  sport  interest 
sideways  in  a  month.  And  I  shouldn't 
wonder  if  he  wins  it,  too.  I  hear  a  lot 
while  I'm  serving  that  pair.  The  Pastor 
seems  to  be  growing  on  the  First  Officer, 
sir.  Three  months  ago  it  was  all  '  right 
hooks  to  the  jaw,'  '  sensational  changes 
in  the  Huddersfield  pack,'  '  tips  from  the 
Course,'  and  '  inside  information  from 
One-in- the- Know '  ;  now  it's  all  sorts  of 
things  I  can't  follow,  this  week  for  instance 
it's  '  the  Personal  Factor  in  God,'  and 
'  Omnipotence  versus  Benevolence  ' — for 
you  see,  sir,  the  First  Officer  said  he  didn't 
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want  any  lady-like  stuff  among  the  Light- 
Weights,  meaning,  I  suppose,  the  Popular 
Section," 

"  So  I  have  a  companion  ?  I  am 
delighted  to  hear  it.  You  may  being  me 
a  glass  of  Madeira.  Tell  the  cook  I  will 
break  my  usual  rule  and  take  a  little  meat. 
Instead  of  my  accustomed  omelette  I 
would  like  to  see  a  bird  as  sequel  to  my 
sole.  He  will  have  plenty  of  time.  I  am 
going  to  treat  myself  to  a  little  of  the 
Reverend  Judd  while  I  dine.  Endive 
salad.  A  stuffed  artichoke  to  follow. 
And  let  me  see  ...  a  bottle  of  Chateau- 
Laffitte  with  the  bird.  I  will  take  coffee 
this  evening." 

The  steward  departed,  not  without 
raised  eyebrows.  Dr.  Ahasuerus  smiled 
obliquely  as  he  bent  above  the  little 
dish  of  olives.  The  evening  sun,  shining 
through  the  windows  of  the  luxurious 
cabin,  steeped  the  white  panels  in  a  peace- 
ful golden  glow. 

"  You're  through,  sir,"  said  the  steward, 
setting  the  decanter  of  Madeira  upon  the 
table. 

Dr.  Ahasuerus  filled  and  raised  the  glass 
to  his  eye. 

"  Landorian   ..."      he      murmured. 
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"  *  And  one  brown  sunset '  (or  is  it  '  warm 
sunset '  ?)   'of  Ausonian  Claude.'  " 

It  was  but  rarely  that  he  quoted,  and 
when  he  did  it  signified  the  presence  of  as 
near  good  spirits  as  was  possible  to  him. 

"  The  receiver's  on  the  table  to  your 
left,  sir." 

"  So  I  see.     Thank  you.     You  may  go." 

Dr.  Ahasuerus  sipped  his  Madeira. 
"  What  if  there  should  still  be  some 
pleasures,  howsoever  foolish  and  trifling, 
left  me  ?  " 

He  lifted  the  receiver. 

"  SpoTts¥.xtT3i commences  :  " — announced 
a  bright  voice,  chirruping  the  syllables  like 
an  unabashed  mechanical  bird — "  Yellow 
Sox  hornswoggle  the  White." 

Dr.  Ahasuerus  smiled.  "  Ah,  the 
Sports  Special,  of  course  :   a  mixed  bag." 

"  In  first  game  of  New  W^orld  Series 
Yellow  Sox  to-day  totally  defeated  old- 
time  opponents  .  .  .  hurrup  .  .  .  kik, 
hik  .  .  .  Feature  of  game  was  Yellow  Sox 
arrival  on  field  supported  by  massed  choirs 
and  crucifix.     Scoring  follows." 

Dr.  Ahasuerus  laid  down  the  receiver 
and  gently  distributed  the  parsley  butter 
across  his  Sole  Colbert. 

"  Mammon  again  ?  "  he  mused.    "  Inde- 
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fatigable  man.  Almost  I  begin  to  ap- 
prove of  him.  Almost  it  seems  possible 
that  he  may  succeed  in  domesticating 
Christianity." 

The  receiver  bubbled  forlornly  upon 
the  table.  Dr.  Ahasuerus  lifted  it  once 
more. 

"  Interviewed  after  victory  '  Tiger  ' 
Emmanuel  O'Murphy,  Yellow  Captain, 
stated  .  .  .  hup,  hup  .  .  .  hik,  hik  .  .  . 
'  As  I  figure  it  out  our  victory  is  all  up  to 
that  little  old  bit  o'  stick  we  brought  with 
us.  It  takes  more  than  a  Wombat  to 
lick  the  late  J.  Christ.'  " 

Dr.  Ahasuerus  raised  a  morsel  of  sole  to 
his  mouth. 

"  Very  refreshing,"  he  commented,  but 
whether  he  referred  to  the  fish,  the 
Madeira  or  to  Mr.  O'Murphy's  declara- 
tion might  hardly  be  guessed. 

"  India  reports  :  Maharajah  of  Chilli's 
Sweepstakes,  Curri-Curri  :  Beloved  Dis- 
ciple first.  White  Badger  second,  Pork  Pie 
third  ;  won  by  a  head.  S.P.  Hundred 
to  one  against.  Objection  lodged  that 
owner  was  racing  horse  formerly  known  as 
Devil's  Disciple  not  accepted  by  com- 
mittee, since  owner,  lately  converted,  had 
apprised  stewards  and  public  of  change." 
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"  Put  it  down,"  said  Dr.  Ahasuerus  to 
the  steward.  "  Don't  tip  the  basket.  I 
will  take  a  glass  while  I  await  the  bird." 

Dr.  Ahasuerus  moistened  his  palm  with 
a  drop  of  Chateau-Laffitte,  inhaled  the 
aroma,  and  again  addressed  himself  to  the 


receiver 


Paris.  Boxing  Sensation,"  tattled  the 
voice  with  increasing  vivacity.  "  Bulgie 
Smythe,  veteran  Bucks  cruiser  champion, 
took  the  count  from  Sooty  Sam,  Sahara 
champion,  in  seventh  round  of  World 
Championship  at  Pare  des  Cerfs.  Ex- 
champion  claims  he  has  learned  great 
spiritual  lesson  from  defeat,  seeing  .  .  . 
hik,  hik  .  .  .  hirrup  .  .  .  '  a  great  light  ' 
last  evening.  .  .  .  Bliccupp.  .  .  .  States 
he  intends  to  battle  for  souls  not  belts. 
Rumour  asserts  he  has  already  fixed 
big  contract  to  tour  world  as  Champion 
of  Christendom." 

"  Vicisti  Galilaee  !  "  murmured  Dr. 
Ahasuerus.     "  Is  this  the  bird  ?  " 

'*  Californian  woodcock,  sir." 

7 
When,  a  few  minutes  later,  he  returned 
to  the  receiver,  it  was  to  be  greeted  by- 
tones  both  sweet  and  reasonable. 
24 
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"...  causing,  I  regret  to  say,  doubts, 
most  grievous  doubts,  as  to  the  existence 
of  a  personal  God.  Now  we  cannot  be 
really  thankful  to  impersonal  power,  can 
we  ?  Haeckel  says  that  there  is  no  God — 
only  '  mobile  cosmic  ether.'  Imagine  a 
congregation  of  people,  under  Haeckel's 
leadership,   rising  to  sing  : 

'  We  thank  Thee,  Blessed  Ether, 
Thou  Mobile  Cosmic  Thing.' 

The  idea  is  absurd." 

"  Absurd,  indeed,  "  enunciated  Dr. 
Ahasuerus,  turning  his  attention  to  the 
endive  salad.  So  excellent  did  it  prove 
that  it  was  some  moments  ere  Dr. 
Ahasuerus  again  lifted  the  receiver. 

"  One  of  the  profoundest  motives  that 
can  grip  man's  heart,"  enunciated  the 
hopeful  voice,  "  is  the  conviction  that  he  is 
a  fellow-worker  with  the  Divine.  To  feel 
that  there  is  a  great  cause,  on  behalf  of 
which  God  himself  is  concerned,  and  in 
the  furtherance  of  which  we  can  be  God's 
instruments  and  confederates,  is  the  most 
exhilarating  outlook  on  life  conceivable." 

"  Is  it  ?  "  Dr.  Ahasuerus  apostrophized 
the  winking  decanter.  "  It  strikes  me  as 
somewhat  of  an  onerous  partnership, 
especially  if   one's  distinguished  Sleeping 


I 
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Partner  turn  out  to  possess  a  capricious 
fancy  and  a  most  uncertain  temper — but 
then  I  have  no  experience." 

"  Even  such  as  utterly  deny  God  do  not 
deny  themselves  this  persuasion.  The 
late  eminent  Professor  Fudge  was  ac- 
customed to  hope  for  the  success  of  his 
favourite  causes  in  '  the  tendency  of  the 
universe  ' ;  to-day  it  is  a  commonplace  that 
science  talks  about  '  the  nature  of  things 
taking  sides.'  But  surely  it  is  plain  as  a 
pikestaff  that  nothing  save  personality  has 
moral  tendencies  and  only  persons  take 
sides  in  moral  issues." 

"Very  cogent,"  nodded  Dr.  Ahs- 
uerus,  pouring  himself  out  a  third  glass  of 
claret,  "  very  conclusive  indeed." 

"  Deny  a  personal  God  as  we  may, 
nevertheless  in  the  place  where  that  august 
presence  stood,  creator  and  sustainer  of 
all  that  is,  there  is,  is  there  not  ? — yes, 
there  must  be  ! — Something  or  Some  One 
that  somehow  we  do  think  of  in  a  manner 
according  to  our  lights.  Solemnly  I  ask 
you,  who  of  us,  regarding  the  awe-inspiring 
desert  of  space  on  the  outskirt  of  which 
our  little  earth  dances  like  an  innocent 
little  firefly,  has  escaped  the  sense  of  a 
Universal  Power  ?     Is  it  not  more  useful 
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to  regard  this  Power  as  a  Power  of  Love, 
than  as  indifferent  or  evil  ?  " 

"  I  had  not  thought  of  that  way  of 
looking  at  it  ;  space  has  always  rather 
terrified  me.  As  a  child  I  was  afraid 
of  the  dark,"  reflected  Dr.  Ahasuerus. 
"  Unfortunately,  too,  I  have  been  so  long 
persuaded  by  practical  experiment  that 
the  leaves  of  an  artichoke  are  sweet  that  I 
have  some  difficulty  in  discovering  the 
leaves  of  this  one  to  be  sour,  however 
earnestly  I  may  strive  to  do  so.  Alas  ! 
I  begin  to  fear  that  the  efforts  of  the 
worthy  pastor  are,  as  far  as  I  am  con- 
cerned, more  than  likely  to  be  thrown 
away.  Nevertheless,  perhaps  his  per- 
suasion that  I  am  saved,  if  he  can  summon 
sufhcient  persons  to  believe  it,  will  in  the 
end  establish  the  truth  that  I  am  so." 

"  Black,  sir  ?  "  inquired  the  steward, 
balancing  the  silver  coffee-pot. 

Dr.  Ahasuerus,  receiver  to  ear,  nodded. 

"  The  greatest  difficulty  faith  has  to 
encounter  is  the  problem  of  pain." 

"  Stop  !  "  said  Dr.  Ahasuerus.  "  No 
sugar,  if  you  please." 

"  When  we  have  seen  deeply  enough 
into  human  life  to  perceive  how  adversity 
can  ever  be  turned  to  high  issues,  does  not 
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faith  in  God  become  not  so  much  a 
speculative  problem  as  a  practical  need  ? 
We  wish  to  deal  nobly  with  trouble.  We 
see  that  faith  in  God  gives  the  outlook  on 
life  which  makes  the  hopeful  facing  of 
adverse  situations  reasonable,  and  which 
supplies  power  to  make  it  possible.  And 
what  is  the  result  ?  We  find,  on  inquiry, 
that  it  is  as  we  expected  :  the  great 
sufferers  have  ever  been  the  great 
believers." 

A  dark  wave  passed  over  the  face  of  the 
listener.     Then  he  smiled. 

"  I  think  there  must  be  one  exception. 
I  wonder  whether  that  exception  is  to  be 
found  in  Heine,  Leopardi  or  myself.  I 
very  much  doubt  whether  either  of  my 
companions,  great  sufferers  though  they 
were,  would  have  believed  that  the  prac- 
tical need  of  an  umbrella  suffices  to  keep 
off  the  rain." 

He  set  down  the  coffee  with  an  air 
of  disrelish.  "  The  stuff  people  will 
swallow  !  " 

He  rang. 

"  Cointreau,  cigarettes  and,  yes — for 
once — a  cigar.     I  shall  be  in  the  library." 

He  rose  and,  leaning  on  his  ebony  stick, 
made    his    way  slowly  round    the    table, 
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while  from  the  mouth  of  the  receiver  the 
voice  of  the  Reverend  Manasseh  Q.  Judd 
could  be  heard  intoning  : 

"  A  fire-mist  and  a  planet, 

A  crystal  and  a  cell, 
A  jellyfish  and  a  saurian 

And  caves  where  cave  men  dwell ; 
Then  a  sense  of  Love  and  Duty 

And  a  face  turned  from  the  clod^ 
Some  call  it  Evolution 

And  others — call  it  God." 

"  Alas  !  I  fear  I  cannot  be  one  of  the 
others,"  mused  Dr.  Ahasuerus,  swaying  a 
little  unsteadily.  The  warm  claret  had 
momentarily  gone  to  his  head.  He  smiled 
a  vague,  childish  smile  and,  jabbing  gently 
with  his  stick  across  the  table,  precipitated 
the  receiver  in  a  crash  upon  the  floor. 
"...  'dic'lous  dooin's  !  "  he  remarked 
vaguely.   .   .   . 

8 

A  bland  evening  air  was  blowing  along 
the  deck.  The  western  circle  of  the 
cavernous  horizon  vibrated,  peacock  blue. 
Three  turns,  and  Dr.  Ahasuerus  had  com- 
pletely revived.  He  made  his  way  to  the 
library  and  sank  into  his  favourite  low 
arm-chair,  capaciously  upholstered  in  dull 
crimson  leather. 
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"  Does  Mammon  really  think,"  he  medi- 
tated, exhaling  the  vapour  of  a  select 
Havana,  "  that  all  this  sort  of  rubbish  can 
have  any  permanent  effect  ?  I  was  a  fool 
to  fear  him  and  his  project.  Oughtn't  I 
to  know  better  at  my  age  than  to  distrust 
people  at  sight  ?  Knaves  are  very  rare, 
though  there  is  no  end  to  the  variety 
of  fools.  This  is  merely  a  new  variety 
of  fool — albeit  shrewd  enough  in  his 
superficial  way.  These  brands  of  Christi- 
anity he  propagates  can,  I  think,  do  little 
harm  ;  indeed,  it  is  just  barely  possible 
they  may  even  do  good,  provided  he 
can  establish  the  ascendancy  he  dreams  of." 

Dr.  Ahasuerus,  leaning  forward,  cradled 
a  sip  of  Cointreau  upon  his  tongue.  His 
eye,  captured  by  an  advertisement  on  the 
back  of  the  topmost  of  the  pile  of  American 
periodicals,  spelt  out  : 

DON'T    ENVr 

BEAUTIFUL    SOULS; 

HAVE    ONE! 

"  Eh  ?  "  said  Dr.  Ahasuerus.  He 
pulled  the  magazine  toward  him. 

"  His  eyes  come  close  zvhen  you  dance,''''  he 
read.     "  Do  you  like  him  to  be  able  to 
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look  into  your  soul  ?  Is  it  beautiful  ?  If 
not,  it  can  he  made  so.  Send  for  our  free 
tonic  pamphlet  SouPs  Beauty^ 

Eva7igelical  Beauty  Postal  Co. 

He  turned  the  page. 

Write  for  Booklet  : 

Deity  and  Dividend, 

Prof.  Gamaliel  Q.  Solomon, 

Box  9919.     Tophet.  Flo. 

? 

m 
WILL    BE 

YOUR  POSITION 

ON    THE 

LAST  DAY 

?  ?  ?  ?  ?  ?  ?  ?  ? 

You  want  to  see  yourself — do  you  not  ?  (we  all  do) — 
in  a  position  of 

REASONABLE  SECURITY 

But,  if  you  ask  yourself  whether  candidly  you 
are  sure  of  any  such  security,  you  will  discover 
that,  though  you  may  hope,  YOU  HAVE  NO 
CERTITUDE.  WELL,  GAMALIEL  Q. 
SOLOMON  GIFES  CERTITUDE.  WRITE 
HIM  on  form  below.    Remember  he 

SPECIALIZES 
IN  PROFESSION JL  DIFFICULTIES. 
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He  cast  the  thing  aside  and  picked  up 
another,  an  art  magazine.  Opposite  an 
editorial  on  Jrt,  Religion'' s  Fairest  Vehicle, 
appeared  in  the  top  left-hand  corner  of 
an  otherwise  blank  page  : 

Dante,  Michelangelo,  Milton, 
Beethoven,  Millet — Great  Souls, 
are  they  not  ? — embracing  Every 
Field  of  Artdom,  believed  in 
Christ.  Why,  my  friend,  shouldn't 
you  ?  Tho'  Dante,  Michelangelo, 
Milton  et  at.  have  failed  we  are 
convinced  we  can  convince  you. 
Send  naturellement  no  money. 

Universal  Wisdom  Co., 

6752  BcEOTiA  Building,  Park  Av. 

From  between  the  further  leaves  flut- 
tered an  unaddressed  envelope  marked 
PRIVATE  &  PERSONAL.  He  tore 
open  the  creamy  sheath,  which  gave  off  the 
most  intangible  of  perfumes,  and  followed 
the  flowing  hand  : 

"  Dear  Fellow-Sinner  (Don't  start 
— you  know  as  well  as  I  we  are  not  all 
perfect,  not  even  the  very,  very  best  of 
us  !), — I  write  you  on  a  confidential 
subject,  persuaded  that,  when  you  under- 
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stand  the  motives  that  prompt  such  a 
move,  you  won't  misconstrue  its  inten- 
tions. 

"  You  must  feel,  as  I  feel,  that  at  present 
when  all  the  world  around  us  is  growing 
so  religious  it  is  a  little  hard  that  one 
should  continue  conscious  that,  though 
others  may  be  making  progress,  one  is 
largely  standing  still  oneself.  And  why 
standing  still  ?  Because  these  days  none 
of  us  scarcely  can  call  our  souls  our  own, 
can  we  ?  Before,  folks  did  as  they  liked 
and  evaded  conscience  as  best  might  be. 
But  now,  one  has  come  to  realize,  only  too 
cruelly  perhaps,  how  much  one  is  in  the 
grip  of  a  private  particular  sin. 

"  Isn't  it  so  ? 

"  The  thought  of  this  sin  is  unbearable. 
If  only  one  could  share  it  with  another  ! 
Well,  dear  friend,  I  am  such  a  person.  I 
never  see  you.  You  remain  anonymous. 
But  the  secrets  of  the  soul  are  not  hid. 
The  affair  is  quite  simple.  I  give  you 
my  wave-length  and  you  confide  in  me. 
If  afterwards " 

Dr.  Ahasuerus  turned  the  sheet  but 
did  not  continue  down  the  next  page  and 
a  half. 
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"  Very  ingenious  these  printers  are,"  he 
pondered.  "  I  could  have  sworn  that 
was  the  genuine  handwriting  of  a  pretty 
woman." 

He  picked  irresolutely  among  the  other 
periodicals,  every  one  bearing  articles  and 
advertisements — wads  of  advertisement — 
connected  with  religion,  till  brought  to 
a  stop  by  one  bearing  the  legend — 

WHAT  IS  TOUR  FUTURE? 
TURN  TO  PAGE  59  AND  THE  GREAT 
"  HEC  "  M'CLUSKIE  WILL  TELL  YOU. 

Dr.  Ahasuerus  stifled  a  yawn  and  turned 
to  page  59  (which  we  show  overleaf). 

"  Very  judicious,"  pronounced  Dr. 
Ahasuerus  ;  "  really  the  Professor  knows 
how  to  make  astonishing  good  use  of  his 
materials.  Only  M'Cluskie  could  have 
achieved  those  so  personal  and  revelatory 
paragraphs.  Nature  will  always  be  the 
master  of  Art.  It  is  indeed  pleasant  to 
think  of  all  the  young  eyes  that  will  study 
those  counsels  and,  we  hope,  profit  by 
them.  While  such  communications  are 
gratefully  accepted  and  reverently  ob- 
served, there  scarcely  seems,  I  must  per- 
force admit,  much  cause  for  apprehension." 


GOD    &    MAMMON 

TAe  Great  "  HEC  "   M'CLUSKIE,  l^ehraN  BiUionairr, 

SPEAKS  our 

Steel  Magnate  tells  his  secret  in  Advent  Message  below  : 

Since  I  have  been  asked  for  an  Advent  Message,  I  have  much 
pleasure  in  plundering  my  slender  store  of  wisdom  in  order  to 
add  what  weight  I  may  to  the  grmving  conviction  of  the  times. 

When  I  was  a  boy — as  is  well  known,  I  started  life  in  a  very 
humble  capacity,  and  have  always  been  the  architect  of  my  own 
fortunes— irreligion  was  rampant.  To  my  own  great  gain, 
though  I  did  not  realize  it  at  the  time,  I  was  brought  up  in  the 
Presbyterian  persuasion. 

To  that  fact  and  in  a  minor  degree  to  my  Scotch  ancestry  and 
my  aptitude  for  figures,  I  consider  I  owe  my  achievements  such 
as  they  are.  The  Bible,  I  say  it  reverently,  is  a  grand  educator. 
I  have  found  the  profit  to  be  derived  from  its  pages  well-nigh 
inexhaustible.  The  irreligious  young  men,  given  to  dissoluteness 
and  theinvariableacconi!)animent  and  retribution  of  dissoluteness, 
i.e.  pessimism,  by  whom  I  was  surrounded  in  my  early  manhood, 
did  not  study  the  Sacred  Page,  and  consequently  did  not  profit  as 
I,  for  whom  the  record  of  their  backsliding  offered  opportunities 
I  never  hesitated  to  take.  Whatever  we  may  think  of  theology 
(and  I  own  to  somewhat  of  a  fancy  for  it  and  even,  if  I 
am  to  trust  the  assertion  of  the  pastor  of  the  village  where  I 
reside  in  summer,  some  aptitude  for  this  study)  RELIGION  IS 
INDISPENSABLE.  \rxeY\g\ox\  does n  t pay.  When  I  look  back 
on  those  misguided  sharers  of  my  youth,  I  cannot  recall  one  who 
prospered.  They  came,  if  not  always  to  bad  ends  (one  is,  I 
believe,  quite  celebrated  in  a  small  way  as  a  professor  of  physics, 
the  e.vception  that  proves  the  rule  perhaps),  at  least  to  bad  ends 
in  the  majority  of  cases — misdirected  speculat''*Ti,  women  or 
drink,  and  of  my  certain  knowledge,  in  two  cases  to  something 
infinitely  worse — one  to  Atheism,  with  its  natural  sequel,  self- 
slaughter  ;  the  other  to  the  open  profession  of  Social'Sm  or 
Anarchy  (I  forget  which),  with  its  just  consequence,  penal 
servitude  for  life. 

In  short,  Irreligion,  Loose-living  and  Pessimism — they  are 
always  in-eparable — are,  apart  from  Moral  Considerations,  of 
which  the  less  said  the  better,  incompatible  with  Efficiency  in  a 
World  of  Hard  Fact,  where  Want  of  Submission  to  the  Powers 
that  rule  Heaven  and  Earth  can  only  bring  Disaster. 

If  I  were  to  compress  my  Advent  Message  into  one  sentence 
I  should  do  it  thus-wise :  "  Cultivate  the  Spirit  of  Christianity, 
and  SUCCESS  will  be  yours."  HECTOR   M'CLUSKIE. 

-— 
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He  helped  himself  to  another  little 
glass  of  Cointreau,  and  rang. 

"  You  may  remove  this." 

Steward  and  clinking  tray  withdrew. 

"  I  have  forgotten  England.  But  then 
one  is  not  accustomed  to  think  of  that 
country  as  in  any  sense  religious  .  .  . 
though,  now  I  think  of  it,  there  was,  to  be 
sure,  that  odd  account  of  the  ducking  of 
the  Archbishop — if  such  can  be  accounted 
a  religious  manifestation.  That  Authority, 
however,  will  have  taken  the  hint,  I  do 
not  for  a  moment  doubt,  and  I  am  positive 
no  very  desperate  measures  were  neces- 
sary among  the  most  civilized  people  on 
earth — the  only  race,  as  far  as  I  know. 
Evolution  has  elected  to  have  born 
natural  sceptics  at  heart." 

He  reached  for  Meadow  and  Mayfair^ 
most  celebrated  of  English  illustrated 
weeklies,  and  after  turning  forty  pages  of 
advertisements  devoted  to  saddles,  tennis 
racquets,  country  residences  in  good 
neighbourhoods,  fishing  tackle,  golfing 
skirts,  cigars,  whisky,  hair-waves,  ladies' 
sleeping-suits  and  gentlemen's  razors,  en- 
countered opposite  the  opening  illustra- 
tion (of  "  Horseback  Hall,  the  historical 
seat  of  Lord  LTtterwood  ")  a  chaste  page  : 


^     RELIGION     ^ 


IH-S 


THE  MARK  OF  QUALITY 

For     the     CHOSEN     FEW 

who  cannot  be  satis  ted  with 
anything  less  than  THE  BEST 
;/  goes  without  saying  and 
NEEDS  NO  EMPHASIS  tl^at 
there  can  be  but  one  altogether 
satisfactory  Religion :  THE 
CHURCH  OF  ENGLAND. 
ESTABLISHED///  153+  BY 
the  Act  of  Supremacy  of  the 
illustrious  HENRY  VIII,  it  has 
continued  UNDKR  persistent 
ROYAL  PATRONAGE 
to  this  day. 

THE  ESTABLISHED  CHURCH  OF  ENGLAND 

believes 
"SAFELY  FIRST  ON  SAFETY  FIRST" 

"  c^KfA   Comfor:  and  no  '^iponsibil  tia." — Cantuar 

SINGLED  OUT  FOR  UNIQUE  RECOMMENDATION  BY 
BOARD  OF   CHRISTIAN  CONTROL 

CUM  PRIVfLKGIO 

_ 


GOLGOTHA  ^  CO.         383 

For  the  first,  last  and  onl^  time  in 
this  story  Dr.  Ahasuerus  burst  into 
veritable,  prolonged  and  human  cachin- 
nation. 

"  The  mark  of  quality  indeed !  "  he 
exclaimed.  "  Tender  and  discreet  nup- 
tials of  Taste  with  Tact,  of  which  true 
distinction  is  born.  Certainly  nothing 
serious  need  be  apprehended  of  that 
sensible  and  humorous  nation.  No  re- 
ligion will  ever  put  them  out.  They  have 
a  place  for  everything  and  everything  in 
its  place.  We  may  be  certain  that,  if  a 
revival  of  Christianity  occurs  in  that 
island,  the  Movement  will  be  careful  to 
include  only  the  Right  People,  who,  since 
they  have  always  been  and  always  will  be 
pagans  at  heart,  can  cause  us  no  trouble. 
And  if,  by  mischance,  such  a  revival 
should  take  place  among  the  Lower 
Classes — the  delicious  frankness  of  their 
island  nomenclature  !  —  the  Religious 
Leaders  of  the  Right  People  will  very  soon 
deprive  the  Movement  of  any  influence, 
by  proving  that,  having  a  lowly  origin,  its 
tone  must  be  low  indeed,  by  laughing  it 
out  of  court  with  that  clement  good 
humour  which  is  the  pride  of  men  and 
women  of  the  world,  or,  at  long  last,  by 
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persuading  the  leader  of  the  Movement 
that  the  differences  between  them  and  him 
are  in  truth  negligible,  that  it  needs  but  a 
superficial  glance  to  perceive  that  he  is  (in 
all  but  name)  One  of  Themselves  (if  he 
only  knew  it),  and  by  a  series  of  kindly 
assurances  (accompanied  by  reservations 
of  no  present  importance)  making  him  so 
in  fact.  An  admirable  country,  for  which 
my  race  has  always  entertained  an  inter- 
ested respect.  .   .   ." 

Pushing  back  the  chair  in  which  he  sat, 
holding  the  periodical  at  arm's  length.  Dr. 
Ahasuerus  repeated  solemnly,  "  For  the 
CHOSEN  FEW  !  " 

Then  he  reached  for  his  Cointreau. 
As  hq  did  so,  his  eye  lighted  upon  an 
envelope  lying  upon  those  few  inches  of 
carpet  which  his  chair  had  covered.  He 
recognized  it  as  the  letter  which  he  had 
been  at  such  trouble  to  search  for  earlier 
in  the  evening. 

He  tore  it  open.  It  consisted  of  but  two 
sentences. 

"  I  beg  to  inform  you  that,  having 
joined  the  Plymouth  Brethren,  I  feel 
forced  to  relinquish  the  business  in  which 
I  was  engaged  on  your  behalf  from  now  on. 
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Enclosed    please    find    cheque    of    three 
months'  salary  in  lieu  of  notice." 


IC 


Dear  me  !  "  said  Dr.  Ahasuerus. 
"  That's  awkward.  But,  as  there  seems 
to  be  nothing  to  be  apprehended  from 
Man's  latest  absurdity,  I  dare  say  I  can 
dispense  with  such  services." 

In  the  envelope  was  another  envelope. 
He  pulled  the  second  out,  laid  it  on  his 
knees  and  read  the  legend  inscribed  on  its 
face  : 

"  For  what  is  a  man  advantaged,  if  he 
gain  the  whole  world,  and  lose  his  own 
soul  ? 

"  For  whosoever  shall  be  ashamed  of  me 
and  my  words,  of  him  shall  the  Son  of 
Man  be  ashamed,  when  he  shall  come  in  his 
own  glory. 

"  I  tell  you  of  a  truth,  there  be  some 
standing  here,  which  shall  not  taste  of 
death,  till  they  see  the  Kingdom  of  God.^^ 

Luke  ix.  25-27. 

"  Till  they  see  the  Kingdom  of  God," 
mused  Ahasuerus,  inserting  his  finger  in 
the  back  of  the  second  envelope.  "  I 
rather  feel  they  will  be  kept  standing  some 


tmie." 


25 
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He  drew  out  a  cheque  folded  about  a 
piece  of  pasteboard. 

"  Further  foolishness,  I  suppose,"  he 
murmured,  and  took  up  his  Cointreau. 
Then,  shaking  off  the  cheque,  he  turned 
the  piece  of  pasteboard  over.  It  was  a 
photograph. 

A  little  cry  escaped  him.  The  liqueur 
glass  dropped  to  the  ground.  For  some 
minutes  nothing  was  heard  but  the  sober 
ticking  of  the  clock  and  the  sound  of 
stertorous  breathing  from  within  the 
shadow  of  the  great  arm-chair.  One  yellow 
hand,  crooked  as  an  ancient  willow-root, 
jutted  into  the  lamplight,  and  presently 
the  horny  fingers  might  be  remarked 
slowly  closing  about  the  pasteboard  until 
the  little  white  oblong  was  reduced  to 
shapelessness.  Then  that  hand's  fellow 
travelled  to  the  bell  on  the  table  above  the 
shattered  liqueur  glass. 

A  shadow  loomed  against  the  starlight 
of  the  opened  door. 

"  Tell  the  Captain,"  said  a  dry,  un- 
steady voice  from  the  depths  of  the  chair, 
"  to  shape  course  and  make  all  possible 
speed  for  San  Francisco." 

Returning  a  few  moments  later  to 
switch  out  the  lights  in  the  library  if  so  be 
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the  owner  might  have  retired,  the  steward 
opened  the  door  and  peered  in.  Dr. 
Ahasuerus  was  standing  with  his  back  to 
the  door  in  the  middle  of  the  room. 
Something  in  the  immobility  of  the  figure 
arrested  the  steward.  In  his  right  hand 
Dr.  Ahasuerus  held  a  piece  of  burning 
crumpled  pasteboard  to  which  he  had 
evidently  just  set  a  light.  The  charred 
fragment  dropped  onto  the  mat.  Dr. 
Ahasuerus,  advancing  the  right  foot  as  one 
about  to  tread  a  minuet,  extinguished  a 
few  sparks. 

"  From  now  on,"  the  steward  heard  him 
exclaim  with  a  dry,  ferocious  mirth,  "  let 
me  take  a  leaf  out  of  the  book  of  the 
Established  Church  of  England.  It  shall 
be  comedy  for  one  of  us." 


V 


It  was  a  dark,  still  night.  A  long  smooth 
swell  was  running  and  the  warm  wind,  pour- 
ing over  the  bows,  buffeted  aft  moist,  with 
tepid  spray.  Dr.  Ahasuerus  perambulated 
the  deck.     No  one  approached  him.     His 
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momentary  geniality  had  been  replaced 
by  a  fever  of  sour  fussiness,  unless  an 
occasional  and  inexplicable  indulgence  in 
a  series  of  dry  sounds,  bearing  about  the 
same  relation  to  laughter  as  a  stick 
scrabbled  along  a  fence  does  to  bird-song, 
could  be  designated  geniality. 

Suddenly,  in  the  obscurity  ahead,  the 
riding  lights  of  a  vessel  came  into  view. 

Dr.  Ahasuerus  elevated  his  powerful 
night-glasses.  .  .  . 

The  Captain  descended  from  the  bridge. 

"  Shall  I  go  about,  sir  ?  "  he  inquired. 
"  It's  very  extraordinary.  We  are  right 
off  any  steamer  -  track,  but  there's  a 
steamer  stationary  broadside  on  to  us 
about  two  miles  ahead.  She  may  have 
a  slight  breakdown  (though  we've  received 
no  radio  appeal  nor  heard  any  messages 
from  ships  coming  to  her  assistance)  and 
require  us  to  stand  by — probably,  as  in 
most  cases,  to  no  purpose.  I  ask,  sir, 
because  your  instructions  have  hitherto 
always  been  to  go  about." 

"  I  cannot  afford  to  lose  the  time," 
snapped  Dr.  Ahasuerus.  "  My  last  in- 
structions were  to  make  all  possible  speed 
for  San  Francisco.  Extinguish  all  lights, 
give  the  yacht  a  little  helm,  and  steal  by." 
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"  The  Admiralty  regulations- 


Do  as  I  tell  you.  I'll  take  the  respon- 
sibility.' 

"  Very  well,  sir.    But  our  wake  .  .  ." 

"  Drop  to  dead  slow  for  a  few  minutes 
if  necessary." 

Port,  starboard  and  masthead  lights 
disappeared.  The  inner  hum  died  down. 
The  ship  became  only  an  insubstantial 
murkiness  travelling  the  universal  murk. 

Once  more  Dr.  Ahasuerus  raised  his 
glasses.  As  he  did  so  the  Captain  on  the 
bridge  above  gave  a  muffled  exclamation. 

Out  of  the  darkness  two  searchlights 
a  league  apart  leaped  vertical  and,  de- 
scribing converging  arcs,  struck  out  the 
glistening  hull  of  a  graceful  yacht,  silver 
from  glittering  waterline  to  sparkling 
trucks. 

"  Stop  !  "  cried  Dr.  Ahasuerus  to  the 
bridge. 

Impossible  to  hope  that  the  Ishmael 
might  thread,  unperceived,  those  beams  ! 
Dr.  Ahasuerus  mounted  to  the  bridge. 

"  That's  her,  sir,  at  rest  and  with  a 
couple  of  searchlights  plpying  on  her  ! 
Damned  odd.     Shall  I  go  about  ?  " 

"  Not  yet.  I  seem  vaguely  to  recognize 
her  build.    Any  idea  who  she  is  ?     There 
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are  not  many  steam  yachts  as  large  as  that 
in  existence." 

"  From  her  lines,  sir,  she  looks  .  .  . 
yes,  she  must  be  the  Leda,  sir,  owned  by 
Mr.  Cyrus  Magniferox." 

"  The  very  man  !  "  rapped  out  Dr. 
Ahasuerus.  "  We'll  stand  by  awhile  and 
see  what's  going  forward." 

"  Shall  I " 

"  You  will  do  nothing  but  stand  by 
and  keep  your  lights  down." 

Dr.  Ahasuerus  raised  his  glasses  again. 

Upon  the  boat  deck  of  the  triple-decked 
Leda  flares,  crimson,  apple-green  and  blue, 
gushed  out. 

Softly  he  moved  the  engine  telegraph 
to  Dead  Slow.  Once  more  a  tepid  wind 
began  to  move  across  the  bridge. 

Captain  and  Second  Officer  glanced  at 
one  another. 

"  Do  you  hear  anything  ?  " 

"  I  thought  I  did " 

"  Well,  what  is  it  ?  "  inquired  Ahas- 
uerus. 

"  It  sounds  a  queer  thing  to  say,  sir, 
but  I  thought  I  heard  singing.  . 


liCitJlU    5111^111^.      .      .      . 
INUjllbCllbC. 

ii 


Nonsense. 


Excuse  me,  yes,  sir  .  .   .  singing 
like  a  choir." 
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"  Where  from  ?  " 

"  The  Leda,  sir." 

"  Absurd."  His  hand  moved.  The 
Ishmael  came  to  a  stop. 

"  H'm,  you're  right.  .  .  .  I'm  going 
a  little  closer."  ..."  Report  any- 
thing you  see.  Your  eyes  are  more 
accustomed  to  using  glasses  at  night  than 
mine." 

"  There's  some  sort  of  little  vessel  along- 
side, sir  .  ,  .  by  where  the  for'ard  gang- 
way would  hang  (if  the  gangways  were 
down)  ;  there's  a  sort  of  stage  built  out, 
sir,  like  a  leadsman's  station,  only  bigger, 
much  bigger." 

Abruptly  Dr.  Ahasuerus  cut  off  way. 
A  destroyer  gliding  past  had  silhouetted 
itself  against  the  argent  yacht. 

"  I've  lost  her." 

"  Come  to,  off  Leda's  starboard  bow. 
They  aren't  half  burning  some  lights. 
What  can  they  be  up  to  ?  Flares  blazing 
away  like  mad  on  the  boat  deck.  Now  the 
destroyer's  turned  her  double  searchlight 
onto  that  staging  I  told  you  of,  sir,  and 
she  can't  be  more  than  a  couple  of  lengths 
away.  Hello,  hello  ! — now  there's  some- 
thing happening ;  lot  of  little  figures 
crowding  round  that  staging." 
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"  Keep  her  exactly  where  she  is,"  said 
Dr.  Ahasuerus  to  the  Second  Officer,  and 
raised  his  glasses. 

On  board  the  Leda  all  was  bustle. 
Figures,  moving  hither  and  thither,  tended 
to  congregate  in  her  waist.  The  cressets 
along  her  boat  deck  were  continually 
renewed.  .  .  .  Splashes  of  white  light 
appeared  to  pass  across  the  destroyer's 
beam  of  swimming  light.  Suddenly  she 
uttered  a  series  of  desolate  yawps.  From 
the  outer  darkness  echoes,  as  of  heart- 
broken comrades,  replied.  The  continual 
coming  and  going  of  the  figures  aboard  the 
Leda  subsided. 

"  The  choir  we  heard  is  on  the  upper 
deck,  sir." 

"  Those  little  white  spots  ?     Ah  yes." 

Below  the  choir,  a  group,  clustered 
about  the  staging,  could  be  observed 
falling  into  some  sort  of  order.  Below 
this  group  swayed  a  pool  of  iris  laced  with 
fiery  foam  as  the  waves  washed  and  fell 
back  from  the  Leda's  flanks. 

"  Somebody  seems  to  be  making  an 
address." 

"  Is  that  it,  sir  ?  " 

"  What  do  you  make  out  that  central 
figure's  doing  now  ?  " 
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"  Dragging  something  to  the  edge  of 
the  staging.  .  .  ." 

"  Yes  ?  " 

"  Well,  I'm !  " 

From  the  staging  there  had  shot  down- 
ward a  cataract  like  a  single  streak  of 
flame. 

"  What  the !     Now  there's  another 

figure.   .  .   ." 

Again  the  flame  descended  and  was  gone. 

"  What  on  earth ?  " 

But  any  further  speculation  was 
abruptly  terminated.  Suddenly  the  group 
on  the  IshmaeVs  bridge  found  them- 
selves blinded  as  by  the  abrupt  vision  of 
a  white  sun  travelling  toward  them  at  an 
inconceivable  velocity.  The  destroyer 
had  flung  a  beam  full  against  the  bridge. 

In  that  overwhelming  radiance  Dr. 
Ahasuerus  fumbled  dizzily  at  the  engine- 
room  telegraph  :  Hard  aport.  Full  speed 
ahead.  It  was  a  movement  of  inexplicable 
panic. 

"  It's  no  good,  sir ;  the  IshmaeVs  fast, 
but  that  destroyer's  got  the  heels  of  us 
any  day." 

Dr.  Ahasuerus  had  instantly  recovered. 

"  Put  up  the  lights,"  he  commanded 
dryly. 
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He  rang  to  Stof,  and,  covering  his  eyes 
with  his  hand,  endeavoured  to  discern  the 
destroyer.  .   .   . 

In  a  few  moments  she  had  come  up 
alongside. 

"  Hoy  !  "  cried  a  voice.  "  Ahoy  !  Is 
that  the  Ishmael  ?  " 

"  Aye  !  " 

"  Owner  aboard  ?  " 

The  Captain  glanced  at  Ahasuerus. 
Ahasuerus  nodded. 

"  Dr.  Ahasuerus  is  on  the  bridge." 

"  Tell  him  I  am  coming  aboard." 

"  Who  are  you  ?  " 

"  United  States  destroyer  Kalamazoo. 
There's  a  gentleman  here  wishes  to  see 
Dr.  Ahasuerus." 

"  Is  it  Mr.  Magniferox  ?  " 

"  No." 

"  Who  is  it,  then  ?  The  owner  instructs 
me  to  inform  you  he  has  no  Vvish  to  see 
any  one  but  Mr.  Magniferox." 

"  Guess  I  can't  help  that.  What  were 
you  doing  carrying  on  without  your  proper 
navigation  lights  ?  " 

"  I  suppose  I  shall  have  to  see  him," 
said  Dr.  Ahasuerus.  "  Send  him  to  the 
library." 
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The  door  opened.  Professor  Mammon 
bowed. 

"  Ah,  it  is  you,  Professor.  We  parted, 
I  fear,  in  anger.  But  now  you  are  parti- 
cularly welcome.  I  have  been  following 
your  activities,  your  astonishing,  your 
really  miraculous  activities  with  consider- 
able interest  .   .   .  pray  take  a  seat." 

"  Really  ?  "  returned  Professor  Mam- 
mon. "  That  is  very  good  of  you.  You 
have,  in  point  of  fact,  arrived  by  singular 
good  fortune  at  a  moment  when  an 
incident,  which  may  interest  you,  is  in 
progress  of  being  enacted." 

He  sat  down. 

"  I  have  dashed  over  from  London  for 
a  few  days  on  a  special  mission  to  the 
niillionaires  of  San  Francisco,  Santa 
Barbara  and  Cahfornia  in  general.  A 
most  progressive  lot.  The  Extreme  West 
of  the  United  States  has  ever  been  bolder 
than  any  other  section  of  that  remarkable 
confederation.  Nowhere  else  in  the 
world  is  the  latest  thought  debated  with 
so  much  vigour  and  originality  nor  put  to 
work  so  rapidly.  In  point  of  fact,  it  has 
long  been  my  private  opinion  that  that 
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belt  is  one  of  the  few  thoroughly  civilized 
places  on  earth.  To-night  I  have  ample 
proof.  A  fortnight  to-day  ago  I  was 
feeling  somewhat  discouraged  concerning 
the  progress  of  Golgotha  &  Co.  in  some 
sections  of  the  United  States.  Bread 
scattered  upon  the  waters  does,  however, 
return  after  many  days,  and  that  very 
evening  I  received  an  urgent  call  to  betake 
myself  to  San  Francisco.  Judge  of  my 
surprise,  my  joy,  when  I  found  on  arrival 
that  no  less  than  a  hundred  of  the  most 
wealthy  and  prominent  of  San  Francisco's 
citizens  had  decided,  in  the  name  of  their 
patron,  St.  Francis,  to  abandon  their 
present  mode  of  life  in  as  dramatic  a 
mode  as  possible.  The  movement  had 
been  spontaneous.  Though  each  desired 
to  remain  personally  anonymous,  they 
intimated  to  me  they  were  ready  as  a 
whole  to  overcome  the  scruples  cI  modesty 
in  the  interest  of  maximum  publicity  for 
their  city,  about  to  set  an  example  to 
every  forward-looking  community  in  the 
world.  While  they  spoke,  my  eye  chanced 
to  fall  upon  Mr.  Magniferox's  palatial 
yacht,  which  happened  to  be  anchored 
in  the  harbour  under  the  very  windows 
of   my   hotel.     Inspiration   came   to   me. 
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Expert  cinematograph  operators  were 
summoned  from  Holly^^ood,  a  short  and 
exceedingly  peppy  pubHcity  campaign 
beat  a  tattoo  in  every  city  of  over  ioo,coo 
inhabitants  in  the  United  States,  South 
America  and  Europe,  and  a  week  ago  we 
set  out,  accompanied  by  a  flotilla  of 
destroyers,  for  an  unfrequented  area  of 
the  Pacific,  which,  as  you  know,  contains 
canyons  in  its  bed  '  deeper,'  as  the  poet 
sings,  '  than  ever  plummet  sounded.' 
Over  such  a  gulph  the  Leda  is  at  present 
floating,  and  aboard  her  a  living  drama  is 
being  enacted  under  the  eye  of  the  colour- 
cinematograph.  A  very  pretty  picture  it 
makes  too  ;  something  of  Turner's  '  Slave- 
Ship'  about  it  —  a  cross  between  that 
picture  and  the  sort  of  thing  Rembrandt 
might  have  done  if  he'd  painted  the 
sea  and  Daumier  had  scrubbed  in  the 
figures." 

Professor  Mammon  waved  a  hand. 
"  Yes  .  .  .  "  he  mused,  "  the  figures  are 
certainly  by  Daumier.  .  .  .  Ah,  what  a 
masterly  cinema  regisseur  he  would  have 
made  !  .  .  .  what  drama  of  blanched  light 
and  pitchy  shadow !  .  .  .  what  significant 
silhouettes  !  .  .  .  what  an  eye  for 
type  I   .  .  .  " 
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He  appeared  lost  in  the  pleasures  of 
imagination. 

"  You  wished  to  see  me  ?  "  interjected 
Dr.  Ahasuerus. 

"  Since  I  understand,"  answered  Pro- 
fessor Mammon,  "  you  have  undergone 
a  change  of  attitude  (and  you  yourself 
declare  it  for  a  fact)  toward  Golgotha  tS 
Co.,  I  could  not  resist  coming  in  person  to 
invite  you  to  join  our  happy  party." 

"  That  is  very  good  of  you,  but,  as  a 
matter  of  fact,  my  business  is  with  Mr. 
Magnifcrox." 

"  Unfortunately  he  is  not  amongst  us." 

"  Then  I  desire  to  proceed  as  soon  as 
may  be.     This  destroyer  ..." 

"  But  will  you  not  stay  ?  It  is  an  in- 
teresting, probably  a  unique  spectacle." 

"  I  have  no  time  for  spectacles,  however 
interesting." 

"  This  is  of  a  nature  never  belore  seen. 
God  be  praised,  one  hundred  million- 
aires are  at  this  moment  vying  with  one 
another  in  emptying  the  vain  dross  they 
have  so  laboriously  accumulated  into 
fair  ocean's  watery  bosom " 

"But !" 

"  The  gross  total  is,  I  believe,  computed 
to  be  somewhere  in  the  neighbourhood  of 
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a  hundred  and  forty  million  pounds — 
hence  the  guardships  and  the  choice  of 
this  particular  spot,  where,  I  am  told,  the 
Pacific,  being  no  less  than  four  miles  deep, 
is  dredge-proof  ...  a  signal  example  to 
Christendom." 

Dr.  Ahasuerus  regarded  his  late  enemy 
narrowly.  "  But  I  understood  this 
Christianity  was  to  be  confined  to  the 
Proletariat,"  he  remarked. 

"  We  all  have  to  make  our  sacrifices," 
returned  Mammon  softly,  "  and  if  the 
sacrifice  be  voluntary  ...  It  was  of 
course  urged  that  the  money  might  have 
been  distributed,  but,  as  their  leader  very 
properly  pointed  out,  that  would  en- 
courage the  notion  that  money  is  to  be 
valued,  whereas  their  wish  is  to  demon- 
strate that,  for  those  who  wish  to  lead  the 
spiritual  life,  money  must  be  a  thing 
without  any  value  whatever.  And  in 
support  of  this  view  they  quoted  very 
aptly,  so  it  seems  to  me,  '  the  alabaster 
box  of  ointment,  very  precious,'  which 
might  have  been  sold  and  given  to  the 
poor,  but  which,  in  point  of  fact,  was  not 
so  sold.  Only  consider  for  a  moment,  my 
dear  Dr.  Ahasuerus,  the  moral  effect." 

"  I  am  indeed  considering  it." 
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Dr.  Ahasuerus  took  a  turn  up  and  down 
the  library. 

"  Professor  Mammon,"  he  said  suddenly, 
pushing  the  box  of  cigars  across  the 
table,  "  you  win  me.  But  I  am  an  old 
hand.  The  gentlemen  on  board  the  Leda 
are  not.  I  also  have  a  box  of  ointment — a 
very  considerable  box.  You  know  that  } 
Well,  I  will  go  further  :  I  will  tell  you 
something  known  only  to  a  very  few. 
The  preciousness  of  that  box  is  such  that 
I  am  probably  one  of  the  ten  richest  men 
alive — so  rich,  in  fact,  that  I  could  easily 
buy  up  all  those  millionaries  upon  the 
Leda.  Now,  if  I  also  were  to — er — 
provide  an  example  .   .   .  ?  " 

Professor  Mammon  smiled. 

"  Dr.  Ahasuerus,"  he  said,  "  this  is 
very  handsome.  I  shall  require  time  to 
think  it  over."  He  rose.  "  Could  you 
indicate  .  .   .  ?  "  "^ 

"  My  terms  are  simple  :  a  place  on  the 
Directorate,  carrying  with  it,  of  course, 
power  to  visit  the  Protagonist  whenever 
I  may  find  convenient." 

Professor  Mammon  inspected  the  rosy 
tip  of  his  cigar. 

"  That,  I  fear,  is  impossible."  He 
strolled  toward  the  door. 
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"  Where  are  you  off  to  ?  Impossible  ! 
Why,  pray  ?  " 

"  Because,"  rejoined  Professor  Mammon 
acidly,  "  God  has  no  need  to  bargain — 
even  with  a  Jew.     Good-bye." 


Not  till  some  five  nights  later,  when  the 
Ishmael  was  twenty-four  hours  out  of  the 
Golden  Gate,  had  Dr.  Ahasuerus  an 
inkling  of  what  was  in  train  aboard  his 
vessel.  He  had  gone  forward  that  evening 
to  stand  at  gaze  in  dry  meditation  toward 
the  land  he  exhibited  such  haste  to  reach. 
As  he  sheltered  under  the  lee  of  a  venti- 
lator he  became  aware  of  a  wrangle  in 
progress  within  the  fo'c'sle  beneath  his 
feet.  It  ended  abruptly,  and  he  heard  a 
pair  of  feet  ascend  the  fo'c'sle  companion 
way  and  halt  at  its  top.  The  voice  of 
the  Third  Officer  delivered  what  was 
evidently  a  farewell  harangue. 

"  That's  all  very  well,  my  men,  that's 
all  very  well ;  I  sympathize  with  you,  we 
all  sympathize  with  you.  But  you  must 
see " 

"  What  about  the  Captain  ?     What's  he 
think  ?  " 
j6 
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"  He  knows.  He's  overheard  too  many 
remarks  dropped  on  purpose  by  you 
fellows  in  his  hearing.  But  he's  got  a 
wife  and  family.  You  can  consider  your- 
selves ruddy  lucky  he  hasn't  clapped  some 
of  you  into  irons  long  ago.  I'm  not  going 
to  encourage  a  mutiny  aboard,  nor  is  he. 
If  you  feel  this  way,  why  don't  you  form  a 
deputation  and  approach  the  owner  ?  " 

A  subdued  hubbub  arose. 

"  Damned  Hebrew  !  Fat  lot  of  good 
that  would  do  us  !  "  "  What's  he  know 
or  care  about  Christianity  ?  "  "  The 
First  and  Second  Officers  are  with  us  !  " 
"  Throw  the  old  Sheeny  overboard  !  " 

"  Come  now,  face  it  out — what  have 
you  got  against  him  ?  He's  treated  you 
very  well.  Regular  first-class  excursion 
trip  this  is." 

"  We  don't  want  no  excursion  trip." 
"  It's  lasted  best  part  of  two  years 
already."  "  Who's  calling  us  crim.son 
voluptoories  ?  "  "  If  you  want  to  know 
what's  wrong,  ask  '  Sparks  ' :  he'll  tell 
you." 

"  Don't  all  speak  at  once.  Now, 
Scogan,  tell  us  what  '  Sparks  '  says." 

"  He  says  the  owner's  been  posted  as 
an    undesirable    alien    for    all    continents 
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except  Asia — had  it  on  a  Private  Special 
Extra  from  a  friend  of  his  in  the  Con- 
fidential Section  of  the  Central  Office  at 
Washington  this  morning.  Operator  said 
that  he  thought  '  Sparks '  would  like  to 
know  on  the  strict  Q.T.  that  he  under- 
stood old  Ikey's  number  was  up. 
Couldn't  tell  why,  but  he'd  heard  a 
rumour  that  Magniferox  had  discovered 
that  Ikey  had  been  spotted  at  some 
monkey-games  getting  illicit  information 
on  Golgotha  tsf  Co."' 

"  Indeed  ?  Now,  men,  allowing  for 
argument's  sake  you  bring  off  your  mutiny, 
what  then  ?     What  are  your  plans  ?  " 

"  Don't  ask  no  questions,  Mr.  Brown, 
and  you  won't  be  told  no  lies." 

Here  another  voice  chimed  in,  ''  Come, 
that  isn't  the  way  to  answer  him.  Brother 
Scogan.  It's  a  fair  question.  Why 
shouldn't  he  know  .?  " 

"  The  cook's  had  a  vision,"  Scogan 
began.     He  halted.     "  You  tell  it." 

"  Had  a  vision  last  night,"  the  second 
voice  took  up  the  tale.  "  And,  considering 
the  message  '  Sparks '  received  this  morning, 
we  consider  it  very  remarkable  indeed.  An 
Angel  appeared  to  him  (he  was  reading 
the  Book  of  Revelations  at  the  time,  just 
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after  he'd  finished  washing  up).     '  Cook,' 
said   the   Angel,    '  Doomsday   is   close   at 
hand.     The   hour   of   the   Prince   of   this 
World  draws  to  an  end.     Christ  is  come 
to  earth  again,  and  on  the  day  whereon 
He  rises  from  the  dead,  shall  the  Angels 
of  the  Resurrection  blow  so  loud  upon  the 
summit  of  Mount  Tabor  that  every  tomb 
shall  be  shattered,  and  all  men  that  have 
suffered  death  since  the  world  was  created 
rise  again.     Blessed  shall  he  be  that  the 
Lord  shall  not   find  sleeping,   and  twice 
blessed  he  who  upon  his  knees  awaits  the 
Lord  at  the  foot  of  that  holy  mountain.' 
Cook    began    to    tremble    then,    he    says. 
'  What  shall  I  do  ?  '  he  says.    '  You  see,  sir, 
that  it's  not  my  will  that  I  am  where  I  am. 
When  I  signed  on,  I  was  nothing  but  a 
weak  and  wicked  sinner.     I  didn't  know 
my    Saviour    was    coming.'     The    Angel, 
says  cook,  grew  gentle  at  that-  and  told 
him    to    remember    how    God    had    ever 
repudiated    the    wise    and    revealed    His 
Truth  to  babes.     Cook,  the  Angel  said, 
had  only  to  make   up  his  mind  that  he 
wanted    to    go    to    Tabor    and   he'd    go. 
'  But     there's    the    owner,'     says     cook ; 
'  Dr.  Ahasuerus.'     '  Ahasuerus  ?  '  says  the 
Angel  (and  his  face  grew  dark,  cook  says). 
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*  Mind  you  not,'  he  says,  '  the  words  of 
the  prophet :  "  Out  of  Babylon  shall  come 
a  serpent  that  shall  devour  the  world "  ? 
That  serpent  is  Antichrist,  and  Ahasuerus 
is  he.  And  though  you  may  doubt  it 
now,  peradventure  out  of  the  sky  to- 
morrow shall  come  a  sign.'  On  that  the 
Angel  vanished,  and  cook  sat  a  long  while 
wondering  how  he  could  get  to  Tabor, 
until  it  was  revealed  to  him  that  the  very 
means  were  under  his  feet.  He  thought 
it  best,  however,  not  to  say  anything  till 
this  morning.  Then,  when  he  heard 
'  Sparks' '  news,  he  recognized  the  sign 
from  the  sky  had  been  vouchsafed  and,  as 
he  spoke  to  us,  it  wasn't  many  minutes 
before  we  knew  that  he  had  revealed  to 
each  one  of  us  the  secret  wish  of  our 
hearts.  So  it  was  Scogan,  cook  and  I, 
after  making  a  short  prayer,  asked  the  rest 
of  the  crew  whether  they  would  take  an 
oath  to  get  to  the  Holy  Land  even  if  we 
had  to  swim  for  it.  But  you  know  as  well 
as  I  do,  Mr.  Brown,  we  don't  intend  to 


swim." 


(( 


And     do     you     suppose      that     the 


owner 


?  " 


'  Well,  we  aren't  agreed  as  to  what  to 
do  with   him.     We   don't   like   to   think 
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we've  been  sailing  about  with  Antichrist 
all  this  while.  We're  going  to  give  him 
the  benefit  of  the  doubt  on  condition " 

Dr.  Ahasuerus  had  heard  enough. 
Taking  caution  not  to  be  espied,  he  has- 
tened aft  and  summoned  the  Captain. 

"  Are  you  aware,  Captain,"  he  inquired, 
"  there  is  a  mutiny  brewing  aboard  this 
yacht  ?  " 

The  Captain's  face  became  stony. 
"  That's  the  first  I've  heard  of  it,"  he 
answered  shortly. 

"  Indeed  ?  My  ears  must  have  de- 
ceived me  then." 

Dr.  Ahasuerus  surveyed  him  from 
beneath  flickering  eyelids.  "  You  have  a 
wife  and  children,  Captain.  You  will 
take  the  names  of  all  those  at  present  in 
the  fo'c'sle  and  immediately  place  under 
close  arrest  the  crew's  cook  and  the  ring- 
leader, Scogan." 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir,  but  I  can't  do 
that,  not  without  evidence." 

"  I  will  be  responsible." 

"  I  am  sorry,  sir,  but  it's  impossible. 
The  yacht  belongs  to  you  and  you  pay  the 
wages,  but  for  the  rest,  authority  and 
discipline,  once  this  vessel  is  on  the  High 
Seas,  are  vested  in  me.     That's  the  law. 
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The  other  day  you  ordered  me  to  break 
one  of  the  prime  rules  of  the  Service.  I'm 
not,  strictly  speaking,  even  in  these  days, 
a  religious  man,  but  rules  are  rules,  and  it's 
been  on  my  conscience  ever  since.  No, 
sir.  I  cannot  and  shall  not  place  those 
persons  under  arrest  without  some  sort 
of  evidence." 

"  Call  the  Third  Officer." 

The  Third  Officer  came. 

"  Now,"  said  Ahasuerus,  "  kindly  report 
in  full  to  your  Captain  the  discussion  you 
were  engaged  in  at  the  top  of  the  fo'c'sle 
companion-way  some  ten  minutes  ago." 

"  I,  sir  ?  " 

"  Yes,  you." 

"  I  don't  know  what  you  mean,  sir.  I 
wasn't  in  the  fo'c'sle,  sir." 

"  Where  were  you  then  .?  " 

"  On  the  bridge  with  the  First  and 
Second  Officers,  sir,  where  I  was  when  the 
Captain  sent  for  me  just  now.  I  went 
up  to  see  them  early,  my  watch  being 
due  in  ten  minutes." 

The  "Captain  smiled.  "  I  think,  with 
all  due  respect,  Dr.  Ahasuerus,  you  must 
have  been  mistaken  in  your  witness." 

"  What  evidence  have  I  that  you  were 
on  the  bridge  ?  " 
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"  The  First  and  Second  Officers,  sir. 
I  was  with  them  all  the  time." 

"  In  that  case,"  remarked  the  Captain, 
"  I  fear  I  shall  be  compelled  to  accept  the 
evidence  of  my  officers.  For,  if  a  Cap- 
tain cannot  accept  the  evidence  of  his 
officers  ..." 

Dr.  Ahasuerus  rose.  "  Very  well,"  he 
said,  "  now  we  know  where  we  are.  I  beg 
to  announce  to  you  that  when  we  get  to 
San  Francisco " 

"  You  won't,"  remarked  a  cool  voice 
at  the  door.  It  was  that  of  the  First 
Officer,  who  now  turned  to  the  Captain. 
"  I  left  the  Second  Officer  in  charge  on 
the  bridge.  As  senior  Officer  on  Duty,  I 
wish  to  inform  you  that  the  crew,  the 
storekeeper  being  among  them,  have  pos- 
sessed themselves  of  the  weapons  in  the 
armoury  and  are  mustered  aft.  Their 
spokesman,  Scogan,  appeared  on  the 
bridge  and  informed  me  of  it.  They 
insist  on  seeing  the  Captain." 

"  Now  are  you  convinced  that  my  com- 
mands to  arrest  Scogan  and  the  cook  are 
baseless  ?  " 

"  I  never  said  they  were,  sir.  All  I 
required  was  evidence."  He  turned  to 
the  First  Officer.    "  No  use  fighting,  eh  .?  " 


il 
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Not  a  dog's  chance,  sir." 

"  I  will  go  and  speak  with  them  :  that 
will  gain  time.  Meanwhile  we  can,  if 
necessary,  radio." 

"  Scogan  tells  me  the  radio-operator 
is  with  them  and,  I  imagine,  he  has 
removed  the  valves." 

"  What  sort  of  demands  are  they 
making  ?  " 

"  They  wish  to  go  about  and  make  all 
speed  for  the  Holy  Land." 

"  The  devil  they  do  !  What  ?— 
Palestine  ?  " 

"  Yes,  sir." 

"  I  give  them  full  permission,"  Dr. 
Ahasuerus  intervened.  "  It's  nothing  to 
me  where  this  ship  goes,  if  I  can  first  land 
at  San  Francisco." 

"  Can't  be  done,"  announced  the  Third 
Officer ;  "  you  are  posted  as  an  undesirable 
alien  in  every  continent  but  Asia." 

"  That's  so,"  said  the  First  Officer. 
"  The  radio-operator  telephoned  me  as 
Officer  on  Duty,  while  I  was  on  the 
bridge,  that  he'd  just  received  official 
information  broadcasted  to  that  effect. 
If  you  land,  sir,  you  will  be  arrested." 

"  Mammon  again,  I  presume,"  re- 
flected Ahasuerus.     "  Difficulty,  however, 
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never  decreased  pleasure.  I  must  defeat 
him."  Aloud,  all  he  said  was,  "  Any 
charge  ?  " 

"  No  charge,  sir.  Simply  a  notice. 
Order  in  Council  in  Great  Britain.  Police 
notice  elsewhere." 

"  I  shall  demand  to  be  heard." 

"  You  will  only  be  able  to  do  that,  sir, 
from  Asia." 

"  I  will  radio." 

"  Stations  and  operators  have  been 
warned  to  accept  no  message  of  any  kind 
from  you." 

Ahasuerus  threw  up  his  hands. 

"  Very  well,  I  give  in.     Go  about." 

4 

Seated  in  the  captain's  cabin  in  the  very 
nose  of  the  amphibioplane.  Dr.  Ahasuerus 
congratulated  himself  upon  the  caprices 
of  Fortune.  A  week  after  the  Ishmael 
had  gone  about,  her  engines,  pushed  to  an 
extremity  over  a  considerable  period,  had 
suffered  a  partial  breakdown.  Popular 
opinion  in  the  crew,  deciding  the  owner 
to  be  a  Jonah,  had  marooned  him 
on  one  of  the  lesser  islands  of  the 
Marshall     Archipelago.     The     instability 
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of  human  destiny,  which  Dr.  Ahasuerus 
had  had  so  many  opportunities  of  observ- 
ing in  his  life,  had  implanted  in  him  some 
habits  of  uncommon  prudence.  His  first 
act,  when  the  landing  party  finally 
vanished  from  view,  had  been  to  draw 
off  his  boots,  lift  up  the  false  soles,  and 
transfer  the  two  ^^5000  notes,  he  invari- 
ably carried,  to  his  pocket-book. 

One  long  week  he  had  been  the  guest 
of  the  chief,  whose  tribe  inhabited  the 
island,  when  toward  dusk  of  the  eighth 
evening  the  small  trading-amphibioplane, 
which  visited  the  group  at  monthly  inter- 
vals, alighted  on  the  lagoon.  Dr.  Ahas- 
uerus had  found  it  a  matter  of  but  a  few 
minutes  to  strike  a  bargain  with  the 
Burmese  pilot-owner.  All  he  wished,  he 
had  intimated,  was  to  charter  the  machine, 
the  services  of  the  pilot  and  of  his  three 
Lascar  assistants  and  spare  pilot  for  a 
month.  First  he  wished  "  to  be  trans- 
ported to  Jerusalem,"  afterwards — he  had 
waved  a  hand.  He  had  not  enlarged  on 
his  autobiography,  nor  had  the  Burmese 
showed  any  sign  of  demanding  that  he 
should  do  so.  The  journey  and  all  con- 
cerning it,  Ahasuerus  indicated,  was  to  be 
treated  as  a  confidential  matter.     A  man 
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of  power  has  enemies — as  might  be  guessed 
from  the  strange  situation  in  which 
acquaintance  had  been  made.  Never- 
theless vengeance  falls  upon  the  wicked — 
especially  if  the  righteous  receive  some 
assistance,  nor  are  the  rewards  of  such 
assistance  always  insubstantial. 

The  Burmese  had  smiled.  They  had 
exchanged  cups  of  kava,  the  only  beverage 
upon  the  island. 

Now,  some  forty-eight  odd  hours 
later,  the  amphibioplane  was  crossing 
Arabia.  .  .   . 

A  league  away  to  the  east  a  violet  spot 
of  shadow  traversing  the  desert,  whose 
wastes  resembled  to  travellers  aloft  only 
such  an  irregular  labyrinth  of  sand-ribs 
as  is  left  by  a  receding  tide,  kept  pace 
athwart  the  machine  that  cast  it.  Mean- 
while the  horizon  ranges  began  to  gather 
a  skein  of  haze,  the  colour  of  a  pigeon's 
breast,  above  their  russet  bulwarks  or 
nestled  down  into  a  lilac  peace. 

Dr.  Ahasuerus  summoned  the  owner. 

"  You  are  doing  all  you  can  ^  " 

"  Yes,  sir.  She  is  an  old  craft — no 
good  above  twelve  thousand  feet,  and  here 
at  seven  we  get  a  handful  of  breeze  behind 
her.     We   don't   make   above   about   two 
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hundred  an  hour.  You  would  have  done 
better  to  change  at  the  Straits,  sir.  Then 
you  could  have  joined  the  Europe  Limited. 
She's  splendidly  airtight,  emergency  oxy- 
gen never  used,  well  heated,  and  does 
an  odd  seven  hundred  at  an  altitude  of 
forty-two  thousand." 

"  Stops  at  Jerusalem  ?  " 

"  No,  sir.  She  goes  the  other  way. 
First  stop  Dawson  City,  second  Spitz- 
bergen,  third  London,  fourth  Rome. 
You'd  have  to  change  at  Rome^":  for 
Jerusalem." 

"  This  is  nearer." 

"  In  space  possibly,  sir.  Not  in  time. 
Gain  twelve  hours  by  Europe  Limited, 
their  clocks  being  behind  ours.  That 
makes  all  the  difference  on  a  fast  trip." 

Dr.  Ahasuerus  offered  no  comment. 
Only,  for  the  third  time  in  the  last  half- 
hour,  he  consulted  the  chronometer. 

"  How  soon  may  we  expect  to  come  in 
sight  ?  " 

"  We  made  Mecca  just  over  two  and 
three-quarter  hours  ago.  There's  Tebuk 
just    gone    by.     In   just    over    the    hour. 


sir." 


"  Very  weU." 

Dr.    Ahasuerus    turned    in    his    chair. 
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Upon  that  fervourless  visage  there  seemed 
momentarily  to  hover  some  faint  irradia- 
tion of  mahgn  enthusiasm  as  his  eyes 
dwelt  upon  the  opening  of  the  gorge  a 
hundred  and  more  miles  away,  up  the  vast 
defiles  of  which  his  spirit  was,  perhaps, 
already  speeding. 

The  Burmese  waited. 

Dr.  Ahasuerus  roused  from  his  glim- 
mering reverie  to  inquire  :  "  Any  more 
news  ?  " 

"  Nothing  but  a  confirmatory  special, 
direct  from  Golgotha  i^  Co. 'j  headquarters, 
that,  despite  all  rumours  to  the  contrary, 
the  last  reels,  entitled  Via  Dolorosa  and 
The  Place  called  Golgotha,  will  be  shot  to- 
morrow, Good  Friday,  as  arranged." 

Very  timely,"  murmured  Dr.  Ahas- 


ii 


uerus. 


Imperial  News  Wireless  claimed  ten 
minutes  ago  a  scoop  from  all  oth<"r  Broad- 
casting Stations.  I  was  just  going  to  put 
it  through  to  you  in  here,  when  you  rang. 
I've  a  new  crew  this  trip,  all  of  them  from 
up-country.  Only  one  of  them  under- 
stands a  word  of  English,  and,  if  I  were  to 
give  him  the  run  of  the  radio,  I  should 
never  get  him  away  from  the  machine — 
up-country  radio  in  Burmah  being,  mainly, 
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of  strictly  local  interest.     Perhaps,  how- 
ever, we  can  get  the  tail  of  that  scoop." 

He  vanished. 

Thirty  seconds  later  a  voice  proceeded 
from  the  two  horns  of  the  little  machine, 
pendent,  batlike,  from  the  ceiling  over  Dr. 
Ahasuerus's  head  :  "...  causing  supreme 
anxiety  to  the  executive.  Professor 
Mammon  is  rumoured  to  have  resented 
these  reflections  on  his  honour  and  as- 
serted that  these  untoward  incidents  and 
the  disturbances  in  Barcelona  in  particular 
would  be  found,  if  an  inquiry  were  held, 
to  be  the  result  of  faction  between  differ- 
ent bodies  of  religious  opinion,  and  had 
little  or  none  of  the  political  complexion 
certain  persons  were  attempting  to  attach 
to  them.  The  Russian  riot  he  regretted. 
M.  Krohn  might  call  the  affair  an  abortive 
attempt  at  a  rising,  if  he  cared.  Under 
the  attacks  delivered  against  him,  he. 
Mammon,  considered  the  time  had  come 
for  a  little  plain  speaking.  His  work  had 
all  along  been  hampered  by  certain  types 
of  person,  mainly  non-Christian,  who 
seemed  unable  to  refrain  from  attempting 
to  exploit  to  their  own  personal  financial 
advantage  certain  situations  arising  out 
of    the    psychological    position    that    the 
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renaissance  of  the  spiritual  life  (which 
Golgotha  &  Co.^s  enterprise  had  indirectly 
done  so  much  to  assist)  had  everywhere 
created.  He  would  thank  these  gentle- 
men to  keep  their  fingers  out  of  the  pie. 
Pickings  for  plums  was  not  on  the  pro- 
gramme, indeed  it  was  in  direct  contradic- 
tion to  the  spirit  of  the  whole  undertaking. 
If  the  Board  would  excuse  his  candour, 
for  he  was  provoked,  terribly  provoked, 
might  he  suggest  that  M.  Krohn  and  their 
associates  had  their  own  reasons  for  dub- 
bing the  Russian  affair  an  attempt  at  an 
abortive  rising  ?  There  was  such  a  thing 
as  a  pogrom,  and  such  a  thing  as  an  agent- 
provocateur  ;  and  regrettable  affairs  such 
as  a  pogrom  had,  ere  now,  been  known  to 
pay  a  heavy  dividend  in  blackguarding  of 
rival  interests,  in  extortion  and  in  com- 
pensation. He  was  not  going  to  be  bullied. 
He  had  brought  Golgotha  tff  Co.  to  the 
very  last  and  most  triumphant  stage  of  its 
programme.  Nothing  should  be  suffered 
to  interfere  betM-een  him  and  the  direction 
of  its  supreme  crisis.  If  he  had  any  more 
trouble  he  would  resign  immediately  and 
they  could  finish  the  affair  as  best  they 
might.  But  he  solemnly  warned  them 
they    would    imperil    the    whole    under- 
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taking  by  so  doing.  The  entire  Western 
world  had  its  eyes  fixed  on  the  doings 
that  would  occupy  the  next  few  days,  nay 
the  next  few  hours.  The  public  were 
behind  him.  Imperial  News  Wireless 
will  take  no  responsibility  for  the  truth 
or  untruth  of  this  report,  but  Professor 
Mammon,  asked  to  confirm,  has  not 
denied  its  substance.  It  is,  however, 
certain  that  an  extremely  serious  crisis  is  in 
progress  within  the  Directorate  of  Gol- 
gotha y  Co.  Developments  are  hourly 
expected.  Meanwhile  the  appointed  pro- 
gramme is  being  hastened  forward.  Jeru- 
salem is  completely  thronged.  The  final 
touches  are  being  put  to  the  grand  stand 
opposite  Golgotha.  It  will  be  draped  in 
purple,  gold  and  black.  Seats  for  this 
stand  have  soared  to  unimaginable  prices 
— sums  of  j^iooo  and  upward  being 
refused.  Those  possessing  coveted  places 
number  the  elite  of  the  Western  world, 
including  princesses,  diplomats,  financiers, 
staff-officers,  international  lawyers,  cosmo- 
politan agents,  publicists,  popular  authors, 
etc.  Statesmen  are  particularly  promi- 
nent. Scientists  are  not  as  numerous  as 
was  expected,  though  the  distinguished 
Lothair  Stothrop  is  conspicuously  present, 
27 
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and  artists  of  all  sorts  are  somewhat 
inexplicably,  if  notably,  absent.  A  sensa- 
tion was  caused  last  night  by  the  appear- 
ance in  the  Temple,  in  a  portion  of  which 
Golgotha  i^  Co.^s  headquarters  are  situated, 
of  a  youth  who  demanded  admission.  He 
seemed  in  a  very  excited  state  and  was  not 
admitted.  A  large  body  of  tourists  and 
others  followed  him  to  the  citadel  where, 
mounting  a  balustrade,  he  suddenly  de- 
nounced the  whole  assembly  and  the 
proceedings  of  Golgotha  i^  Co.  as  a  hideous 
and  blasphemous  travesty,  and  prophesied 
sudden  and  fearful  vengeance  from  an 
unexpected  quarter.  The  hour  of  the 
Prince  of  this  world  was  come,  he  declared, 
but  his  triumph  would  be  short-lived. 
The  hour  of  the  Prince  of  the  Other 
World  was  at  hand.  It  seems  that  at 
first  the  crowd  could  make  nothing  of 
his  harangue  and  treated  him  ^o  a  good 
deal  of  laughter.  Then,  as  those  present 
gathered  that  he  was  impugning  their 
religion,  their  morality,  the  interpretations 
they  put  on  Science,  the  whole  conduct 
of  affairs  as  at  present  conducted  in  the 
Western  world,  their  rage  knew  no  bounds. 
He  was  set  upon  and  would  have  been 
torn   limb   from   limb   had   he   not    been 
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rescued  by  the  police.  He  now  lies 
seriously  injured  in  the  police  infirmary 
and  it  is  considered  unlikely  he  will  re- 
cover. On  inquiry  it  was  ascertained 
that  he  is  a  young  poet  of  the  name  of 
Samiel  Owerby,  the  author  of  a  drama 
and  two  books  of  poems,  which  attracted  a 
certain  attention  some  two  or  three  years 
ago.  The  incident  has  created  a  painful 
impression  and  precautions  are " 

"  That  will  do,"  Dr.  Ahasuerus  tele- 
phoned. "  Get  me  anything  else  that  is 
coming  in." 

For  a  few  minutes  stillness  reigned, 
while  nothing  was  to  be  heard  but  the 
subdued  hum  of  the  electric  motors, 
gathering  energy  out  of  the  air  from  the 
Central  Station  to  transform  it  into 
speed,  and  the  low  whistle  of  the  helices 
scything  round  at  half  a  hundred  revolu- 
tions a  second.  Then  the  telephone 
chirruped. 

"  The  Esperanto  League  Voluntary 
Service,"  said  the  voice  of  the  Burmese, 
"  who  guarantee  their  news,  offer  an  item 
on  Mammon." 

"  Let  me  have  it." 

"  E.L.V.S.  broadcast  the  following,  as 
to  the  truth  of  which  they  have  satisfied 
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themselves.  Message  commences.  At 
midday  to-day  Professor  Mammon,  con- 
cerning whose  impending  resignation  so 
many  rumours  are  current,  was  rumoured 
to  be  missing.  On  inquiry  at  Head- 
quarters it  was  acknowledged  that  the 
Professor  had  not  been  seen.  The  emi- 
nent savant  is  said  to  have  left  for  an 
unknown  destination,  having  first  returned 
a  sum  equivalent  to  his  accumulated 
salary.  Rumour  is  current  that  he  has 
left  for  an  island  in  the  /Egean,  but  what 
foundation  this  rumour  possesses  is  not 
known.  On  receipt  of  news  preferred 
stock  in  Golgotha  C?  Co.  slumped  heavily  in 
Paris,  Vienna  and  Prague,  but  soon  rallied 
on  heavy  buying  by  agents  reputed  to 
represent  a  group  on  the  Board  itself. 
Intense  anxiety  is  exhibited  in  more  than 
one  capital,  as  it  is  feared  that  this  occur- 
rence will  influence  the  Proletariat,  already 
restive,  and  lead  it  to  deduce  some  ir- 
regular influence  brought  to  bear  upon 
Professor  Mammon  or  the  Protagonist. 
The  situation  in  England  has  taken  an 
extraordinary  turn  during  the  last  few 
hours.  Reports  of  the  engagement  of  the 
Prince  to  Lady  Betty  St.  Claire  are  com- 
mon.     On    inquiry    at    the    Palace    this 
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report  is  denied.  It  is,  however,  acknow- 
ledged that  the  present  whereabouts  of 
His  Royal  Highness  is  unknown.  The 
population  crowd  the  streets  singing  a 
hymn  commencing  : 

'  England  !    awake  !    awake  !    ateake  ! 
Jerusalem,  thy  lister,  colli  I ' 

which  has  suddenly  attained  an  immense 
popularity.  So  far,  however,  there  has 
been  no  disturbance.  The  police  have 
the  situation  well  in  hand.  E.L.V.S. 
message  ends.'' 

Dr.     Ahasuerus    glanced    ahead.     The 
gorge  was  nearing. 

The  instrument  abruptly  spoke  again  : 
"  Imperial  News  Wireless  First  Evening 
Service.  Operators  are  hereby  warned 
that  any  relay  broadcasting  not  in  the 
official  form  will  lay  operator  open  to 
prosecution.  Items:  Urgent  Official, 
Semi-Official,  Imperial  News  Special, 
Other  Specials,  Sport,  City  and  Theat- 
rical Extras.  I'rgent  Official  commences. 
Paris.  Cyrus  Magnifcrox,  speaking  to- 
day at  a  luncheon  to  the  final  party 
of  Special  Representatives  of  Federated 
Protestant  Churches  and  Special  Repre- 
sentatives of  Higher  Thought  on  their 
way     to     Palestine,    said,     great     though 
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demand  was,  privilege  to  view  last  stages 
could  not  be  extended.  It  was  a  matter  of 
high  policy.  He  congratulated  his  hearers 
on  knowing  the  hour  and  being  possessed 
of  the  oil,  diplomatic  and  other,  which 
enabled  them  to  get  in,  like  the  Wise 
Virgins,  before  the  door  was  shut 
(Laughter).  He  meant  no  irreverence 
(Laughter).  Others  had  not  been  so 
lucky.  He  could  not  say  that  they  had 
been  less  wide  awake  (Cheers,  some 
laughter).  He  had  not,  however,  con- 
vened them  there  merely  to  joke  and  wish 
them  God-speed  on  their  mission,  which 
it  was,  perhaps,  no  exaggeration  to  call 
sacred.  They  had  many  souls  in  their 
keeping.  He  trusted,  and  was  convinced 
he  rightly  trusted,  those  souls  would 
benefit.  There  were  a  few  grave  words, 
nevertheless,  he  would  like  to  utter. 
While  he  and  his  associates  welcomed  the 
unparalleled  interest  displayed  over  the 
entire  globe,  he  and  his  co-directors  deeply 
regretted  the  peculiar  tone,  amounting 
almost  to  demoralization,  evident  in 
certain  quarters.  It  was  only  a  minor 
affair,  it  was  true,  but  the  Directorate  had 
been  afforded  only  too  palpable  an  example 
of  demoralization  even  in  Jerusalem  itself 
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that  very  last  Sunday.  The  Protagonist's 
entry  into  Jerusalem  had  been  marked  by 
the  most  extraordinary  and  unhelpful 
demonstrations.  An  immense  crowd, 
having  nothing  whatever  to  do  with  the 
business  in  hand,  had  gone  out  to  greet  the 
Protagonist  and  had  created  something 
approaching  a  riot.  He  counselled  the 
audience  not  to  believe  all  they  heard.  He 
would  be  the  last,  however,  to  deny  that 
a  sad  and  unaccountable  outbreak  of  ir- 
reverence had  not  signalled  the  final 
stages  of  this  great  work  as  the  foundation 
of  a  revolutionary  hope.  How  those  con- 
cerned had  arrived  at  the  conclusion  that 
the  life  and  death  of  Our  Blessed  Saviour 
had  anything  to  do  with  mere  temporal 
matters,  such,  for  instance,  as  International 
Affairs,  High  Finance,  the  Machinery  of 
Social  Government,  and  such-like  pre- 
occupations of  hardworked  and  (he  might 
add)  most  disgracefully  abused  officials, 
patriots,  distinguished  citizens  and  persons 
of  eminence  in  general,  he  was  utterly  at 
a  loss  to  determine.  But  arrived  at  it,  he 
regretted  to  say,  some  persons  had,  and, 
misguided  rather  than  malevolent  though 
such  might  be,  they  would  have  to  feel 
the  pressure  of  a  stern  hand.     Alternative 
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course  there  was  none.  If  such  proceed- 
ings were  disregarded  it  could  only  end  in 
the  suffering  for  others.  The  world  was 
not  a  paradise.  Nobody  supposed  it  was 
or  could  be.  The  hope  of  Christ  was  not 
a  hope  for  this  world.  He,  Magniferox, 
did  not  know  whether  he  would  be  theo- 
logically correct  in  asserting  that  to  declare 
Christ  intended  the  New  Jerusalem  to  be 
builded  in  this  world  was  (since  it  posited 
Christ  valued  this  world's  vanities) 
scarcely  to  be  reckoned  as  less  than  a 
blasphemy,  but  he  was  convinced  that 
those  present  would  agree  with  him  in 
saying  that  so  to  assert  was  to  display  a  true 
understanding  of  the  spirit,  if  not  the 
letter,  of  Our  Saviour's  message.  The 
life  and  death  of  Our  Blessed  Lord  were, 
in  fact,  the  most  extraordinary  example  of 
gentleness  and  meekness  toward  the  powers 
visible  in  this  world  and  resignation 
toward  Invisible  Powers  beyond  this 
world  that  humankind  had  ever  set  eyes 
on  (Applause).  Nobody  could  dispute 
that.  It  was  an  example  to  all  of  them. 
(Hear,  hear.)  Alas,  it  was  his  sad  duty  to 
record  that  insurrectionary  outbursts  in 
Chicago,  Buenos  Ayres,  Kiev  and  Johan- 
nesburg had  been  characterized  by  terrible 
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blasphemy  and  in  particular  hy  displays 
of  the  Red  Flag  with  a  figure  he  would 
have  preferred  to  think  was  intended  only 
as  a  likeness  of  the  unknown  Protagonist 
(reprehensible  though  that  would  be),  but 
which  he  felt  compelled  to  recognize  as  the 
attempted  likeness  of  Another  (Sensa- 
tion). Now  Christ  had  laid  it  down  quite 
plainly  for  all  not  intoxicated  with  the 
pride  of  perversity,  '  Render  unto  Caesar 
the  things  which  are  Caesar's,  and  to  God 
the  things  which  are  God's  '  (Applause). 
Where  would  be  the  profit  in  this  great 
undertaking  if  the  people  rejected  its 
supreme  lesson  (Loud  cheers)  ?  He  re- 
gretted that  the  anxiety  these  occurrences 
were  causing  him  might  very  possibly 
detain  him  in  Paris.  He  had  hoped  to  be 
with  them  on  the  morrow,  but  feared  that 
fortune  might  not  favour  him.  Such 
were  the  sacrifices  of  responsibility  (Sym- 
pathetic murmurs).  Distressing  as  had 
been  some  of  the  news  it  had  been  his 
painful  duty  to  impart,  he  was  glad  to  say 
he  had  an  item  to  offset  it,  an  item  on 
which  all  concerned  could  congratulate 
themselves.  It  had  been  decided  to 
crucify  the  Protagonist  in  earnest. 
(Sensation.      Some    cries    of    '  Shame  !  ') 
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There  was  no  shame  about  it.  The  Prota- 
gonist had  not  protested  (Cheers).  He, 
Cyrus  Magniferox,  was  sure  that  no  one 
present  would  stand  between  this  man 
and  his  duty,  nay  his  choice  (Some 
applause).  Certain  sections  of  the  Prole- 
tariat were  getting  out  of  hand.  So  fine 
an  example  of  self-sacrifice  and  heroic 
resignation  could  not  but  prove  inspiring. 
Was  not  the  symbol  of  Christianity  the 
Cross  (Loud  applause)  ?  He,  Magniferox, 
had  consulted  all  the  reputable  leaders 
of  modern  thought  and,  while  certain  sec- 
tions had  evinced  a  certain  unwillingness 
to  share  this  decision,  he  was  glad  to  be 
able  to  report  that,  largely  owing  to  the 
inspired  efforts  of  the  economic  humani- 
tarians, this  decision  had  been  endorsed  by 
all  saving  an  entirely  negligible  minority 
(Cheers).  He  congratulated  them  and 
his  audience  on  so  sapient  a  conclusion. 
All  over  the  world  people  were  looking  to 
this  man,  whose  interpretation  of  the 
Scriptures  breathed  the  originality  of 
genius — a  genius  which,  he  would  confess, 
had  at  times  caused,  he  would  not  conceal 
the  fact,  the  Directorate  some  anxiety, 
but  which  would  now  completely  justify 
itself.     He    agreed    with    the    leaders    of 
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modern  thought — it  was  indeed  necessary 
this  man  should  die  for  the  people  (Cheers). 
Anything  else,  as  he  could  gather  from 
the  applause,  which  had  more  and  more 
punctuated  his  speech,  would  be  an  anti- 
climax. The  Directorate,  feeling  that 
they  could  not  deceive  the  people  by  the 
inadequacy  of  a  mere  scenic  illusion,  had 
offered,  since  a  real  crucifixion  was  so 
necessary,  subject  to  the  State's  agree- 
ment, which  was  as  good  as  granted,  to 
crucify  a  notorious  criminal  in  the  Prota- 
gonist's stead.  That  did  not  seem  to  be  a 
popular  idea.  For  himself  he  admitted 
he  could  not  lend  it  his  support — it 
savoured  not  only  of  the  artistically  false 
but  of  the  blasphemous  to  substitute  a 
criminal  for  the  Representative  of  God. 
Nevertheless  he  would  put  it  to  them — 
should  a  criminal  be  substituted  or  the 
Protagonist  crucified  ?  (Cries  of  '  Crucify 
him  !  Crucify  him  !  ')  Very  well.  He 
was  glad  to  see  the  heart  of  that  assemblage 
was  in  the  right  place,  that  they  were  the 
truest  form  of  Churchmen  and  broad- 
minded  Christians.  He  rejoiced  to  be 
able  to  announce  now,  what  his  Grace  had 
deprecated  his  making  public  earlier,  that 
the  Archbishop  of  Canterbury  was  entirely 
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with  him.  His  Grace,  he  might  add,  had 
interviewed  the  Protagonist,  but  had  not 
met  with  much  response.  If  afterwards 
any  question  of  the  probity  of  the  pro- 
ceedings were  to  arise  he  could  truly  say 
he  had  come  out  of  it  with  clean  hands. 
In  a  brief  peroration,  almost  drowned 
beneath  continuous  applause,  he  promised 
them  the  most  awe-inspiring  spectacle 
the  mind  of  man  could  imagine.  The 
luncheon  broke  up  amid  demonstrations 
of  the  most  unbounded  enthusiasm. 
Urgent    Official    ends    and    Semi-Official 


commences  :  " 
It 


Enough,"  said  Dr.  Ahasuerus  in  a 
stifling  voice.  He  switched  off.  "  I 
guessed  as  much.  For  once  the  camera 
has  not  lied." 

His  head  sunk  upon  his  breast.  Again 
he  fixed  his  eye,  now  strangel}'  glow- 
ing upon  the  already  yawning  defiles. 
At  length,  rousing,  he  spoke  into  the 
telephone,  "  Where  are  we  at  this 
moment  ?  " 

"  Nearing  Petra." 

"  Drive  like  hell,"  Dr.  Ahasuerus 
croaked.  "  Take  all  the  current  you  can. 
If  the  motors  burn  out  I'll  pay  for 
them." 
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"  The  load-limit  of  the " 


"  Damn  the  load-limit !  Do  what  I 
tell  you." 

"  In  one  moment,  sir.  I'd  best  take 
my  spare-pilot's  place." 

The  hum  of  the  motors  rose  to  a  steady 
zoom  ;  the  tractors  screamed  ;  the  cabin 
windows,  composed  of  steel-tough  glass 
thin  as  an  egg-shell,  set  up  a  frantic  chat- 
tering. The  precipice  heights  of  the 
gorge  roared.  "  Two  hundred  and  fifty 
.  .  .  two  hundred  and  seventy-five  .  .  . 
three  hundred  ..." 

Ceiling,  walls,  floor  vibrated.  A  blurr 
passed  the  windows. 

Dr.  Ahasuerus  set  his  teeth.  His 
nerves  suffered.  He  telephoned.  "  I 
shall  only  lose  a  few  seconds.  Lift 
her." 

The  amphibioplane  soared  from  the 
ravine.  The  crimson  sun,  blazing  upon 
the  larboard  windows,  tinged  the  neat 
interior  and  the  lean  form  of  Dr.  Ahas- 
uerus, steadying  himself  against  the 
central  pillar,  with  sinister  effulgence. 

Dr.  Ahasuerus  made  rapid  calculations  : 
"  If  I  go  to  Paris  I  should  need  to  keep  this 
pace  all  the  way.  It  is  to  be  doubted 
whether  the  machine  would  stand  it.     If 
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it  broke  down,  I  should  lose  all.  At 
Paris  there  is  the  difficulty  of  the  police- 
order  against  me,  which  might  cause 
delay,  and,  in  any  case,  I  might  find  him 
gone.  I  could  charter  a  machine  at 
Jerusalem.  That  would  take  time  and 
again  he  might  be  gone.  And  in  any 
case,   of  what    use    is    it    for    me   to   try 

to     prevent ?       They    would     never 

believe.  And  for  political  reasons  they 
are  set  on  his  death.  That  comedy  is 
thwarted." 

He  telephoned,  "  You  are  to  make  your 
landing  with  a  group  of  other  arriving 
machines  if  possible.  My  name,  you 
understand,  is  Melchisadek.  You  come 
from  the  Straits.  You  do  not  know  my 
business,  but  you  believe  I  am  a  Special 
Correspondent.  You  speak  little  English. 
Do  not  leave  the  machine — indeed,  you 
had  better  go  over  her  with  your  mechanics. 
Be  ready  from  two  o'clock  to-morrow 
morning  onwards  to  take  me — where  shall 
you  take  me,  sufficiently  far  from  that 
scene  ? — yes,  to  New  York." 

Dr.  Ahasuerus,  resuming  his  seat,  leaned 
forward,  chin  between  hands.  Somewhat 
he  resembled,  as  the  'plane  careened 
downward  in  headlong  circles  over  Jerusa- 
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lem,  his  cousin  La  Stryge,  which,  leaning 
on  the  balustrade  of  the  tower  of  Notre- 
Dame,  broods  over  Paris.  Before  the 
downward  rush  of  the  machine  flocks 
of  wild-fowl  dispersed  across  the  sunset, 
where  the  lurid  sun  struggled  amid  a 
catastrophic  wreckage  like  a  hero  laid  at 
last  upon  the  torturer's  pyre,  or,  unable 
to  escape,  thudded  against  the  windows. 
The  machine's  shadow  falling  athwart 
the  golden  cross,  atop  the  basilica  of  the 
Holy  Sepulchre,  eclipsed  that  sparkling 
witchery. 

Dr.  Ahasuerus  watched  with  unseeing 
eyes  the  rosy  corpses  of  flamingos,  beauti- 
ful as  angels,  hurtle  decapitated  into  the 
void,  and  with  unlistening  ears  heard  the 
whistle  of  the  air-currents  through  the 
rigging  rise  to  a  shrill  crying  resembling 
the  ecstatic  chorus  of  a  multitude  of  aerial 
fiends. 


VI 


Dr.  Ahasuerus  traversed  the  hot  and 
dusty  streets,  in  which  even  at  this  late 
hour  overcrowding  and  confusion  reigned. 
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At  the  city's  eastern  gate  a  posse  of 
gendarmerie  halted  him. 

"  I  am  Professor  Mammon's  successor," 
he  said,  "  and  this,"  proffering  a  form  of 
card  peculiar  to  the  inmost  ring  of  the 
Brains  of  Power  and  on  which  he  had 
substituted  the  name  of  M.  Krohn  for 
his  own,  "  is  my  guarantee." 

The  officer  hesitated. 

"  You  are  Catholic  ?  "  inquired  Dr. 
Ahasuerus,  making  a  pass  familiar  to 
a  secret  society  of  the  Inquisition. 

The  officer  started.  "  Yes,  Mon- 
signor." 

Dr.  Ahasuerus  displayed  a  ring.  There 
are  only  two  such  rings  in  the  world,  and 
the  ring  that  is  sometimes  seen  upon  the 
finger  of  one  of  the  most  exalted  of  Roman 
prelates  is,  as  that  prelate  very  well 
knows  well  enough,  but  a  masterly,  albeit 
ancient,  replica  which  was  last  observed 
upon  the  forefinger  of  the  Grand  In- 
quisitor during  an  auto-da-fe  at  Seville 
toward  the  close  of  the  Grand  In- 
quisition. 

The  officer  knelt  and  kissed  the  ring. 

Dr.  Ahasuerus  passed  the  cordon. 

Abruptly  he  found  himself  alone.  For 
a  time  the  sudden  darkness  deprived  him 
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of  sight,  then  gradually  he  discerned  spores 
of  a  soft  and  lustrous  light  afloat  among 
the  glistening  boscage  of  the  olive  orchard 
across  the  valley.  In  the  utter  hush, 
broken  only  by  the  signs  of  Kedron's  ever- 
lasting waters,  the  mysterious  glow  ap- 
peared as  a  circle  of  warden  Presences 
gathered  to  hover  over  some  consecrated 
spot. 

Involuntarily  Dr.  Ahasuerus  paused. 
Kedron,  loudening  until  in  that  intolerable 
stillness  its  music  had  almost  the  poignancy 
of  a  human  lamentation,  seemed  charged 
with  the  burden  of  inalienable  memory 
and  tears. 

"  Even  so  it  was,"  Ahasuerus  mur- 
mured ;  "  even  so  it  is  now.  This  should 
not  stay  me.  In  the  rhythm  of  nature 
nothing  changes,  nought  is  perfectable. 
The  sorrow  of  nature  is  everlasting,  for  it 
springs  of  the  mere  friction  of  a  continu- 
ance imposed  by  a  mysterious  Necessity, 
and  how  should  we  escape  it,  being  part  of 
nature  ?  The  hope  of  such  an  escape  is 
but  the  delusion  of  all  such  as  kneel 
yonder.  To  be,  what  is  that  ? — it  is  to 
suffer.  Kedron  knows  it.  Since  the 
unsealing  of  the  Age  of  Ice,  Kedron,  aye 
and  all  the  brooks  of  the  world  have  pro- 
28 
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claimed  it,  but  man,  man  is  unwilling  to 
learn  so  simple  a  lesson." 

Dr.  Ahasuerus  bowed  his  head  and, 
stepping  the  two  or  three  stones,  worn, 
it  seemed,  by  the  passage  of  myriad  feet, 
forded  Kedron. 

As  he  reached  the  farther  brink  a  bird 
burst  into  song.  Looking  up,  Dr.  Ahas- 
uerus spied  a  nightingale  lifting  its  throat 
toward  a  single  star,  which  had  blos- 
somed as  if  by  magic  upon  the  pellucid 
profundity  of  the  night,  and  now  traced 
a  mysterious  anagram  upon  the  sibilant 
waters. 

"  All  conspires  against  me,"  murmured 
Ahasuerus  ;  "  no,  no,  I  will  not  hope. 
Hope  is  fallacious.  I  know,  I  know  it  is 
He.  But  what  if  it  were  not  ?  And,  if  it 
is,  what  if  I  turned  and  went  away  ?  What 
if,  as  the  world's  dreamers  do,  I  let  myself 
be  beguiled  into  hearing  in  the  roulades  of 
this  bird  a  message  other  than  that  which 
is  everywhere  the  burthen  of  Nature  and, 
most  of  all,  of  thee,  O  Kedron  .?  To 
hope — ^what  is  that  ?  It  is  to  be  a  poet. 
To  hope  ? — that  is  to  be  of  the  people. 
To  hope  ? — that  is  to  discern  in  the 
canticle  of  the  nightingale,  the  voice  of 
the  siren,  the  supreme  invitation  to  illu- 
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sion,  and  with  joy  to  yield  up  one's  soul 
to  that  ensorcelment.  How  strange  that, 
after  such  a  multitude  of  years  and  so 
many  wanderings,  I  yet  can  hear  that 
canticle,  and  never  should  it  evoke  so 
imperious  a  spell  as  on  this  night.  That, 
perhaps,  is  his  doing — or  do  the  reverbera- 
tions of  memory  betray  me  ^  Mere 
weariness  it  is  that  encourages  these 
extravagances.  Impossible  that,  at  so 
late  a  date,  I  should  be  beguiled  into 
hoping  for  the  Kingdom  of  Heaven  ! 

"  I  remember,  when  first  I  set  eyes  upon 
this  Dreamer,  it  seemed  that  I  beheld  in 
him  the  Saviour  of  my  country.  How 
simple  I  was  then  !  I  believed  in  myth 
and  in  the  lowest  and  most  futile  of  all 
myth,  the  Hebrew  tradition  that  the 
dignity  of  man  lies  in  being  a  creature 
materially  high  favoured,  with  a  longer  life 
and  a  brighter  destiny  than  other  crea- 
tures in  the  world,  and  consequently  that 
the  Jewish  herd,  a  vile  rabble  at  that,  had 
been  chosen  by  an  autocratic  and  personal 
God  to  overcome  all  other  herds  and 
enjoy  beyond  others  the  material  posses- 
sion of  the  earth. 

"  He  was  betrayed,  he  was  mocked,  he 
suffered   himself  to  be  led  out  to  execu- 
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tion,  bearing  his  gibbet  upon  his  back. 
Stationed,  quivering,  upon  the  roadside 
I  awaited  his  passing.   .   .   . 

"  The  scroll  of  the  Sibyls  was  unrolled. 
I  became  his  chief  enemy  and  dragged 
upon  my  back  through  the  centuries  the 
cross  of  Antichrist,  who  had  sworn  to 
save  man  from  him  and  his  like.  After 
the  passage  of  the  fifteen  centuries  of  added 
torment  he  had  inaugurated,  he  came 
again.  I  sent  him  to  the  stake,  and  with 
my  own  hands  applied  the  first  torch  to  the 
faggot.  I  smothered  him  in  flames,  and 
the  light  of  those  flames  appeared  to  me 
the  most  beautiful  light  that  had  ever 
shone  on  earth.  Alas  !  I  still  believed  :  I 
considered  it  necessary  to  rescue  man  from 
such  saviours.  And  after  many  centuries 
once  more  he  comes  and,  though  I  have 
abandoned  all  belief  in  truth  itself,  drawn 
by  an  inexplicable  necessity,  not  even 
believing  in  unbelief,  again  I  approach 
him.  Is  it,  perhaps,  that  I  may  become 
perfect  in  a  last  and  supreme  battle  ? 
Hitherto  faith  has  battled  with  faith. 
First  I  believed  in  the  Chosen  against 
the  Many,  then  I  believed  in  the  right 
of  the  Feeble  Many  against  the  One 
who   would   impose   upon   them   a   creed 
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too  exalted  for  the  human  to  sustain, 
and  now  .  .  .  ?  " 

He  halted.  "  Is  it,  after  all,  entirely 
comedy  .  .   .  ? " 

Below  him,  on  a  branch  overhanging 
the  waters  of  Kedron,  the  brown  bird 
prolonged  its  trills.  .  .  .  And  Ahasuerus, 
head  sunk  on  breast,  stood  as  one  seeking 
to  fathom  his  own  spirit. 

Suddenly  the  bird  fell  silent,  frightened 
by  a  tumult  of  frantic  hammering  breaking 
out  from  beyond  the  city's  northern  wall. 

Ahasuerus  clenched  his  hands. 

"  To-morrow  he  finds  his  peace,  but 
—I!" 

Abruptly  he  resumed  his  climb.  Before 
him  floated  the  owl  with  a  warning  hoot  ; 
stoat  and  snake  fled  into  the  heart  of  the 
thicket. 

In  the  close  darkness  he  all  but  fell  over 
sleeping  bodies,  and  a  minute  later  found 
himself  on  the  fringe  of  a  double  circle 
of  crooked  trees  from  which  depended  a 
circle  of  lights  all  casting  their  stiUy  beams 
upon  one  kneeling  figure. 

For  a  moment  he  was  dazzled.  He 
shut  his  eyes.  His  head  swam.  .  .  . 
Opening,  he  shaded  his  eyes  with  his  palms 
and    stole    forward.     Behind    the    lights 
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some  half-dozen  shirt-sleeved  figures  lay 
huddled  in  the  sleep  of  profound  ex- 
haustion. 

The  radiant  being,  kneeling  in  the 
trampled  grass  with  its  hands  before  its 
face,  did  not  move. 

Ahasuerus  melted  into  the  darkness, 
and,  hands  over  eyes,  once  more  ap- 
proached, but  this  time  from  behind. 
His  long,  horned  shadow,  preceding  him, 
fell  across  the  form  of  an  angel  lying  face 
downward,  diffused  in  sleep.  Ahasuerus 
recoiled.  The  angel  stirred,  the  plumes 
of  great  silver  pinions  began  to  spread, 
barring  the  way.  Ahasuerus  became 
motionless.  The  plumes  subsided.  Ahas- 
uerus passed  on. 


Standing  a  little  apart,  Ahasuerus  spoke 
softly  :  "  Among  thy  many  thoughts  thou 
hast  forgotten  the  thought  of  me,  of 
him  whom  thou  hast  made  outcast  for 
ever.   .  .   ." 

The  Protagonist,  lowering  his  hands, 
folded  them  across  his  breast.  His  bended 
face  remained  in  shadow. 

"  But  I  return.     Nor  does  my  humility 
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make  me  the  least  of  thy  burdens.  Master, 
I  too  would  be  saved.  When  Pilate  ques- 
tioned thee  '  What  is  Truth  ?  '  thou  didst 
return  no  answer.  Then,  more  sinful 
than  I,  but  accorded  no  such  punishment, 
did  he,  albeit  declaring  no  fault  found, 
abandon  thee  to  the  fury  of  the  Jews. 
'  To  this  end,'  thou  sayest,  '  was  I  born, 
and  for  this  cause  came  I  into  the  world, 
that  I  should  bear  witness  unto  the  truth.' 
Master,  that  question  would  I  also  ask, 
'  What  is  truth  ?  '  Aye,  what  is  truth 
that  we  should  be  thus  mindful  of  it  ? 
Wherein  is  truth  so  desirable  ?  And  by 
what  truth  wouldst  thou  impose  the  Truth 
on  us,  when  this  value  of  Truth,  to  which 
thou  testiiieth,  is  of  thine  own  creating  ? 
And,  since  in  Nature  there  is  neither 
truth  nor  untruth,  but  only  being,  what, 
then,  is  truth,  even  thy  truth,  O  Master, 
but  the  sublimest  invention  of  man  ? 
'  Every  one  that  is  of  the  truth  heareth 
my  voice,'  so  runs  thy  saying.  Master, 
what  means  this  but  that  he,  who  values 
Truth,  will  value  thy  truth  ?  But  if  he 
does  not  value  truth  ?  Thou  tremblest. 
The  night  is  cold.  Alas !  I  have  no  cloak 
to  give  thee.   .   .   . 

"  Master,     Master,     since    thou    didst 
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command  that  man  should  '  love  his 
neighbour  as  himself,'  by  what  right  has 
Truth  the  lordship  over  love  ?  Upon  what 
ground  dare  we  seek  to  remove  the  error 
of  those  we  are  bidden  love  ?  And,  if  thy 
truth  should  make  them  happier,  by  what 
do  we  know  that  happiness  justifies  itself  ? 
Nature,  for  whom  neither  Truth  nor  Un- 
truth exists,  is  equally  blind  to  happiness. 
Ceaselessly  Nature  creates  and  uncreates 
that  balance,  to  the  consciousness  of  which 
we,  an  obscure  fraction  of  Nature,  allot 
the  title  '  happiness.'  But,  if  this 
'  happiness  '  pleases  us,  to  Nature  it  is 
neither  pleasing  nor  unpleasing.  Thine 
aim  is  to  give  a  value  to  life  by  the  deter- 
mination of  Truth  and  the  avoidance  of 
Error.  But  need  they  be  opposites ; 
might  they  not  be  complements  ?  and 
Error,  which  is  also  of  Man's  invention, 
have  its  value  ?  Thou  hast  sai-^,  '  Who- 
ever is  greatest  among  you,  let  him  be  your 
servant.'  But  the  great  Truth  does  not 
serve ;  it  commands,  and,  feeling  itself 
superior,  seeks  to  impose  itself  on  others. 
Yet,  if  Truth  be  human,  either  there  is 
no  Truth  or  all  men  have  it.  If  there  is 
no  Truth,  then  thou  hast  it  not,  and,  if  all 
men  have  it,  why  should  thine  prevail  ? 
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Thou  hast  said,  '  He  that  cometh  to  me 
will  I  in  no  wise  cast  out.'  Master,  I,  too, 
would  be  saved. 

"  Thou  claspest  th^  hands  :  thy  truth 
assuredly  will  aid  thee. 

"  Thou  didst  speak  a  parable  concerning 
those,  bidden  to  a  great  feast,  who  came 
not,  having  bought  a  piece  of  ground  or  a 
yoke  of  oxen  or  married  a  wife.  Thou 
hast  had  mercy  upon  such  as  the  rich 
young  man,  whom  thou  didst  counsel  to 
sell  all  that  he  had  to  the  end  that  treasure 
might  be  his  in  heaven ;  upon  all  young 
and  foolish  persons,  suffering  them  to 
look  to  a  heaven  beyond  this  world,  some 
brighter  form  of  that  shadowy  existence, 
which  the  more  childish  of  mankind,  reason- 
ing by  analogy  from  the  known  to  the 
unknown,  have  always  believed  to  be  a 
portion  of  the  dead.  These  have  be- 
lieved in  thy  self-transference  to  Another 
World,  where  reigns  perpetual  Sabbath, 
where  in  the  chambers  of  the  City  of  God, 
the  poor,  the  maimed,  the  halt  and  the 
blind  sit  down  to  feast.  '  Would,  O 
Ahasuerus,'  say  they  who  are  not  young, 
foolish,  poor,  maimed,  halt  or  blind,  '  thy 
Dreamer  had  so  ascended  and  did,  albeit 
not  for  such  as  us,  make  ready  the  feast  ! 
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Then  were  there  no  perplexity  for  those 
who  have  no  wish  to  feast,  forasmuch  as 
other  tasks,  duties  and  employments  con- 
strain them.  Will  thy  Dreamer  declare 
his  words  before  Pilate  no  irony  ?  How 
means  he  in  speaking  of  his  Kingdom,  if 
he  is  not  a  King  but  a  slave  ?  Has  he  no 
crown,  though  it  be  of  thorns  ?  nor 
sceptre,  though  it  be  a  reed  ?  nor  purple, 
though  but  a  garment  asperged  with 
blood  ?  nor  empery,  when  about  his 
cross,  as  about  a  standard,  the  peoples 
of  the  earth  collect  and  on  the  cross  of 
that  impossible  hope  are  crucified  ?  Alas ! 
knows  not  thy  Dreamer  there  can  be  no 
City  of  God  ?  The  Lion  lacks  that  shall 
bring  him  to  lie  down  by  the  Lamb. 
What  means  he  by  his  parable  concerning 
the  house  founded  upon  the  rock  ?  By 
what  authority  dares  thy  Dreamer  declare, 
"  Every  one  who  heareth  these  «ayings  of 
mine  and  doeth  them  not  shall  be  likened 
to  the  foolish  man  who  builded  his  house 
upon  the  sands "  ?  Perceives  he  not  how 
that  house  endureth  ?  The  tempera- 
ments of  men  are  diverse.  Many  he  shall 
offend  this  night,  who  are  not  strong 
enough  to  become  the  masons  of  the  City 
of  God,  and  many  more  he  cannot  offend, 
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who  have  discovered  their  error  brings  them 
means  to  assure  themselves  a  "happiness": 
this  fellow  finding  J07  in  submission  to  the 
will  of  Nature,  that  in  attempting  to  root 
her  out.  Did  thy  Dreamer  offer  them  his 
joy  they  would  reject  it,  and  his  sorrow, 
ah,  his  sorrow  howfew  could  comprehend! 
Philosophy  and  philanthropy  solace  one 
soul,  sensuality  and  robbery  another. 
The  days  of  his  life  bear  witness  it  is  not 
given  to  many  fitly  to  give  and  to  even 
fewer  fitly  to  receive.  If  such,  both  the 
great  and  good  and  the  little  and  evil, 
could  become  selfless,  they  would  not  be. 
Mankind  have  nothing  in  common  save 
the  need  to  escape.  If  of  his  need  of 
giving  thy  Dreamer  should  seek  escape  in 
quarrying  from  the  rock  the  foundations 
of  a  City  of  God,  how  could  his  love  grudge 
a  hovel  upon  the  sand  to  such  as  cries, 
"  Master,  I,  too,  would  be  saved  "  ?  '  " 

Ahasuerus  paused  and  stepped  one  step 
more  close. 

"And  when  they  have  said  this,  they  add, 
'  And  as  man  is  not  equal  in  his  nature,  so 
he  is  not  equal  in  his  rights.  That  which 
is  justice  to  one  cannot  be  justice  to 
another.  Nor  does  man  desire  to  be 
equal,  but  rather  unequal,  and  in  his  heart 
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has  ever  so  desired.  And  did  thy  Dreamer 
succeed  in  so  harmonizing  nature  itself  in 
harmonizing  the  appetites  and  opinions 
of  men  that  the  City  of  God  were  builded, 
what  then  ?  There  is  a  lust  for  the 
unknown  in  the  hearts  of  men,  and  by  the 
fanning  of  that  lust  has  thy  Dreamer 
acquired  his  power,  and  in  so  doing  has 
corrupted  mankind,  nor  ceases  from  so 
corrupting.  Did  the  walls  of  the  City  of 
God  rise  to-morrow,  his  disciples  would 
be  the  first  to  break  down  those  walls  and 
seek  further.  Has  the  Dreamer  never 
looked  deep  enough  into  his  soul  to  learn 
that  to  believe  is  to  limit  oneself  ? '  Thou 
bowest  thy  head.  Master,  I,  too,  have 
looked  deep,  and  I,  too,  would  be  saved. 

"  And  they  say,  '  Is  it  upon  poisonous 
herbs  that  thy  Dreamer  has  fed,  O  Ahas- 
uerus,  that  his  dreams  have  become  im- 
measurable ?  What  hidden  heat  dis- 
tempers his  discourse  that  the  hearts  of 
such  as  hear  him  are  become  so  insatiable  ? 
The  familiar  pleasures  of  the  body  has 
this  Dreamer  interdicted — to  deprive  man 
of  his  reason  with  novel  hallucinations. 
Yesterday,  forgetting  in  warm  draughts  of 
wine  the  academic  discussions  of  philo- 
sophers,   man    clasped    his    dancing    girl. 
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content  if  the  stars  in  their  courses  ap- 
peared to  relinquish  for  a  little  their  war 
against  him.  To-day,  head  and  heart 
afire  with  the  drunkenness  of  illusion,  he 
pursues  a  myth  and  to  no  purpose  defies 
the  stars  he  cannot  control.  Yet  no  less 
to-day  than  yesterday  must  the  sum  of  what 
is  outstrip  any  particular  portion  of  itself, 
and  consequently  man,  who  has  no  witness 
to  maladjustment  save  pain,  continue  to 
find  an  enduring  adjustment  impossible. 
How  thinks  he  a  positive  happiness  can 
exist  where  there  is  only  a  temporary 
harmony  in  the  balance  of  forces,  which 
its  own  duration  destroys  ?  Thy  Dreamer 
hath  made  man  drunken  upon  words. 
With  the  childishness  of  a  savage,  man  has 
given  the  name  "  Progress  "  to  that  process 
of  change  of  which  he  has  become  con- 
scious and  to  which  he  must  submit — an 
absurdity  the  ancients  in  their  ignorance 
never  matched.  And  in  so  doing  he 
flatters  himself  that  he  has  changed  the 
process.  Ridiculous  delusion  ! — sport  of 
the  forces  around  him,  of  exigencies  to 
which  he  is  compelled  to  adjust  himself  as 
best  he  may,  man  can  have  no  notion 
whether  he  is  going  forward  or  backward, 
who  has  no  resource  but  to  hope  that  he  is 
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not  about  to  share  the  fate  of  the  mam- 
moth and  the  mastodon — species  that, 
superior  in  organization  to  the  scorpions 
and  the  cockroach,  have  yet  not  been  able 
to  escape  extermination.  Moreover,  did 
this  "  Progress  "  exist,  Progress  and  hap- 
piness would  not  be  synonymous.  Misery 
itself  increases  with  knowledge  of  misery, 
and  perhaps  the  primitive  peoples,  who 
contented  themselves  with  the  simplest 
demands,  knew  such  a  happiness  as  the  bold 
artificers  of  the  City  of  God  will  never  dis- 
cover. That  will  shall  be  rises  ceaselessly 
against  that  which  was.  If  during  one 
period  Man  adapts  himself  or  has  the  luck 
to  find  himself  in  better  harmony  with  the 
sum  of  circumstances  at  a  given  moment, 
any  consciousness  of  that  fact  he  chances  to 
possess,  he  may,  if  he  wishes,  call  "  happi- 
ness," and  attribute  it,  in  self-flattery,  to 
"  Progress  "  ;  such  is  but  a  pretty  way  of 
stating  the  axiom  that  that  which  changes 
not  is  dead.' 

"  And  as  they  cease  not  from  proving 
the  City  of  God  impossible,  so  shrink 
they  not  from  impugning  the  wisdom  that 
would  build  it.  '  Wherefore,'  say  they, 
'  should  thy  Dreamer  set  up  God  upon 
one  side  and  man  upon  the  other  ?     It  is 
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paying  this  animal  too  much  respect. 
Whence  learned  thy  Dreamer  that  man 
is  worth  saving  ?  There  are  many  things 
more  divine  than  man  upon  earth.  Let 
such  as  would  attempt  to  save  man  some 
tithe  of  the  misery  he  shares  with  nature 
rather  whisper  him  that  he  consider  the 
nature  of  irrecordable  time,  to  learn  how, 
in  that  abyss,  the  persistence  of  the  solar 
system,  one  of  the  lesser  planets  of  which 
he  inhabits,  is  but  a  momentary  episode, 
the  addition  of  one  little  top  to  many 
hundreds  already  spinning,  and  that  spin- 
ning of  the  hundreds  itself  but  an  episode 
during  who  knows  what  lifetimes  of  the 
spinning  of  tops.' 

"  Does  a  mortal  giddiness  overcome  thee 
that  thou  shuttest  thine  eyes  so  fast  ? 
The  vigil  is  long.  So  has  mine  been,  who, 
after  many  centuries,  feeling  around  him 
time  that  was  and  time  to  be,  suffers  the 
vertigo  of  one  lost  at  night  upon  the 
brink  of  a  precipice.  For  I,  Master — I, 
too,  would  be  saved. 

"  And  they  say,  '  Wherefore  names  thy 
Dreamer  himself  a  "  Messiah  "  ?  There 
are  no  Messiahs.  Nature  does  not  recog- 
nize them,  inasmuch  as,  were  all  souls 
alike,   yet   their   circumstances   are   never 
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interchangeable.     One  circumstance  alone 
they  share — that,  being  parts  of  Nature, 
they  must,  as  Nature,  submit  to  Neces- 
sity.    Among    the     incalculable     cohorts 
that   compose   the   eternal   dance   of   the 
electrons,  whether  such  cohorts  circle  the 
vortices  of  the  Major  Nebulae  or  gyrate 
in  the  planetary  system  of  the  atom,  the 
race  of  man  is  but  a  series  of  one  of  the 
lesser  congeries,  the   merest    by-product, 
as  it  were,  in  the  phantasmagoria  of  evolu- 
tion.    Indeed,  had  it  not  been  for  a  mere 
change   of  temperature,   not   man  would 
have  possessed  this  negligible  planet  but 
the  innumerable  horde  of  termites.     How 
comes  it,  O  Ahasuerus,  that  thy  Dreamer, 
albeit,    as    thou,    of    the    Orient,    should 
encourage  a  folly  to  which  the  Orient  is 
little  prone,  that  of  suffering  man  to  con- 
sider himself  the  centre  of  the   universe 
and  the  universe  to  be  governed  for  him 
and  his  Messiah  appointed  to  unriddle  the 
riddle  thereof  .?     Since  the  days  of  Greece, 
the  West,   urged    on    by    folly,  has  held 
human  nature  in  esteem  and  created  gods 
in  man's  image.     The  Orient  has  been,  is 
and  always  will  be  wiser.     The  gods  of  its 
lower  classes  have  ever  been  fantastic  and 
grotesque  composites  of  men  and  animals, 
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emblems  of  the  stupefying  and  incompre- 
hensible prodigality  of  fecund  nature. 
Superior  intelligences  have  conceived  God 
as  an  abstract  being,  cruel,  aforetime,  as  in 
Jehovah,  later,  when  nature  came  to  be 
better  comprehended,  as  a  being  of  mere 
indifference,  a  Fatality.  The  West,  in- 
toxicated with  the  pride  of  the  intellect, 
lacking  that  proper  respect  for  the  in- 
finite which  decrees  the  only  seemly  atti- 
tudes remaining  possible  to  man  to  be 
those  of  the  utter  resignation  of  despair  or 
worship,  has  posited  a  god  within.  The 
Orient,  victim  of  no  such  infantile  illu- 
sions, has  supposed  God  to  be  without, 
and  to-day  Science  is  upon  the  side  of  the 
Orient.' 

"  Thou  dost  cover  thy  head.  Alas  ! 
even  a  Messiah  has  such  need  to  pray  ! 

"  And  they  end,  '  Indeed,  O  Ahasuerus, 
only  that  Messiah,  who  instructs  man  that 
it  is  wisest  for  him  to  submit  to  such 
destiny  as  Necessity  imposes,  can  be  of 
any  use  to  man.  That  alone  is  pure  re- 
ligion, and  of  such  a  religion  a  Messiah 
does  in  some  sort  exist,  and,  ere  thy 
Dreamer  came,  his  humbler  kingdom 
was  established.  His  name  is  Buddha. 
Buddhism  is  pure  religion  since  it  is 
29 
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founded  on  a  contemplation  of  the  nature 
of  things  and  is  contaminated  by  no  gross 
concern  with  morals,  forasmuch  as  it  is 
merely  a  method  of  enduring  what  is  inevit- 
able with  the  maximum  detachment  from 
all  mortal  inconveniences,  and,  above  all, 
from  any  arising  from  illusions  associated 
with  hope.  Possessing  thus  all  the  silence 
and  consolation  proper  to  the  promise  of 
the  grave  without  any  of  its  animal  terror 
and  with  as  much  (or  as  little)  godhead  as 
the  contemplation  of  the  All  may  suggest 
to  the  worshipper,  Pure  Buddhism  resumes 
in  itself  every  property  of  true  religion  so 
lamentably  travestied  in  the  creed  of  thy 
Dreamer. 

"  '  For  what  is  his  God  but  the  Crowd's 
worship  of  itself  ?  What  is  his  goodness, 
his  justice,  his  love  but  those  qualities 
which  the  Crowd  counts  beautiful  and 
desirable  because  they  assure  its  per- 
sistence ?  What  is  useful  to  man  makes 
this  "  god,"  not  what  is  outside  man  and 
above  use.  And  if  use  be  his  measure,  of 
what  use  in  an  eternal  sense  is  this  per- 
sistence of  the  race  of  man  ?  Nor  to  man 
himself  is  it  of  necessity  an  advantage  that 
he  persist  and  that  thy  Dreamer  reveal  a 
God  in  all  that  aids  man  to  persist,  be- 
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cause  the  particular  usefulness  planned  for 
man  as  a  race — if  it  exist — may  not  be  one 
man  would  approve.  And  again,  were  thy 
Dreamer  enabled  to  reveal  the  usefulness 
of  this  little  farce  played  in  the  corner  of 
one  of  the  minor  corridors  of  the  infinite, 
does  he  think  man  would  of  necessity 
continue  to  delight  in  his  appointed  part  ? 
Verily,  it  is  to  be  doubted.  However 
splendid  the  part  assigned,  the  pretentious, 
who  form  the  major  part  of  humankind, 
soon  becoming  discontented,  would  put 
in  a  claim  for  a  finer  role,  and  the 
nobler  be  bored  with  a  destiny  in  the 
election  of  which  they  had  had  no  share 
and  desire  in  silence  the  death  of  the 
race. 

"  '  The  death  of  the  race  ! — that  is  what 
it  is  man's  duty  to  long  for.  The  sun 
himself,  once  fancied  to  grow  old  and 
yellow,  continues  with  fires  unabated. 
In  the  infinite's  terrible  abyss  nothing  is 
permitted  to  die.  All  undergoes  a  per- 
petual metamorphosis,  nor  can  we  be  cer- 
tain, did  the  sun,  as  we  know  it,  perish, 
that,  when  this  star  was  extinct,  our  dust, 
after  the  revolution  of  unimaginable  aeons, 
caught  in  the  accident  of  a  sidereal  col- 
lision, might  not  be  compelled  to  renew 
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this  dismal  comedy  of  parasites  upon 
another  stellar  body.  Thus  day  and  night 
an  obscure  and  insignificant  incident 
in  the  vast  web  of  the  Sum  of  Matter  and 
Happenings-to-Matter,  the  life  of  Hu- 
manity goes  forward  during  an  unknown 
period,  to  an  unknown  close,  for  a  purpose 
unknown  and  perhaps  for  ever  unknow- 
able by  reason  of  some  property  in  the 
nature  of  Humanity  itself.'  Thus  say 
they,  and  they  add,  '  Hast  thou  forgotten, 
O  Ahasuerus,  the  priestly  saying  thou 
didst  hear  in  youth,  "  Everything  is  in 
the  hands  of  God  save  the  fear  of 
God  "  ?  '" 

Ahasuerus  stepped  a  last  step  more 
close.  His  shadow  enveloped  the  form 
bowed  down.  He  cast  a  stealthy  look 
about  that  silent,  radiant  plot  on  which 
the  dew  was  beginning  to  fall,  then, 
bending  forward,  resumed  in  a  low  and 
rapid  tone  :  "  All  this  I  hear,  and  my 
heart,  burdened  by  centuries,  grows 
heavier.  I  was  a  foolish  man  who 
believed  in  worldly  empire  and,  in  my 
chagrin  that  thou  hadst  declared  thy 
Kingdom  not  of  this  world,  I  mocked 
thy  suffering  majesty.  Then  didst 
thou   decree    I    should   tarry  till   such   a 
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time  as  thou  shouldst  come  again — that 
I  might  repent  me  of  my  sin.  Ah,  how 
long,  how  long  !  Day  and  night  through 
the  centuries  the  words  of  the  scoffer  ring 
in  my  ears,  and  if,  at  times,  it  seems  to 
me  that  I  cannot  believe,  I  know  the 
reason.  It  is  because  I  have  lived  too  long. 
The  prophet  has  cried  concerning  thee, 
'  Lo,  what  sorrow  is  like  unto  my  sor- 
row ?  '  Dare  I  ask  thee,  O  Man  of  Sor- 
rows, hast  thou  tasted  of  that  bitter 
draught,  brewed  by  Necessity,  which  has 
saluted  another's  eyes  whenever  they  have 
opened  from  the  brief  paradise  of  oblivion 
through  more  than  twenty  centuries  } 
To-night  thou  endurest  the  foreknow- 
ledge of  thine  end.  But  alas !  poor  illuded 
sufferer,  or  ever  thou  didst  first  appear 
among  men  a  Greek  had  sung  such  sorrow 
as  thou  hast  never  known,  saying  : 

"  '  Death's  not  the  topless  111  for  any  man, 
Sith  a  more  terrible  curse  It  tokeneth 
To  be  that  carl,  who,  under  lifelong  ban, 
Hungers  to  die  and  is  not  granted  death.' 

"  Master,  thou  knowest  thy  whole  heart 
hungers  to  live,  to  continue  that  work 
which  thou  alone  canst  perform.  Have 
mercy  upon  thy  servant,  who,  after  many 
centuries   of   repentance,  fearful   lest   he 
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should  doubt  thee  for  ever,  desires  only  to 
take  upon  himself  thy  cross." 

Ahasuerus's  voice  rang  with  supplication ; 
he  stretched  out  his  arms.  "  Thus  pleads 
the  Wandering  Jew  of  Him  he  mocked  ; 
stand  where  I  stand  and  I  will  kneel 
where  thou  kneelest  ;  live  thou  and  I  will 
perish  !  " 

Ahasuerus  prostrated  himself. 

The  Protagonist,  rising,  placed  his  hands 
upon  the  shoulders  of  Ahasuerus.  Long 
he  gazed  into  the  Jew's  face.  .  .  . 

Heavy  was  the  single  tear  that  fell  upon 
the  forehead  of  the  suppliant. 

Ahasuerus  shuddered.  His  face  be- 
came contorted,  a  thick  shadow  settled 
in  it  as  if  from  his  soul  there  had  arisen  the 
vapour  of  a  terrible  eruption. 

Then  every  muscle  tightened,  his  face 
cleared  to  a  shining  pallor,  he  sprang  to 
his  feet.  ^ 

"  Thou  comprehendest  not,"  he  cried, 
"  wherefore  I  came  hither.  Thou  smilest 
thy  sad  smile,  but  of  a  truth  thou  compre- 
hendest not.  In  the  solitude  of  thy  deep 
and  labyrinthine  heart  peradventure  thou 
comfortest  thyself,  saying,  '  With  this 
purpose  came  he  hither  :  for  man's  sake 
would  he  deliver  man  from  such  as  me.' 
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Know  then  that  now,  as  ever,  the  heart 
lies.  Surely  it  was  not  to  save  man  from 
such  as  thee  !  All  truth  else  I  deny,  but 
this  I  deny  not,  whatever  from  time  to 
time  it  may  elect  as  its  purpose,  the  sub- 
stance of  the  heart  of  man  changes  not. 
Simpleton,  hither  came  I  for  nothing 
save  to  mock  thee.  In  thy  heart's  very 
heart  thou  dost  not  believe  in  the  existence 
of  '  evil.'  But '  evil '  exists.  Well  mayest 
thou,  as  I  see  thee,  tremble.  The  sweat 
that  starts  upon  thy  forehead  pours  into 
thine  eyes  and  will  extinguish  the  spell  of 
their  light.  Victim  of  an  illusion  of  our 
race,  I,  too,  once  hoped.  My  illusion 
falling  from  me,  I  struck  thee  upon  the 
road  that  leads  to  Golgotha.  I  became 
thine  arch-enemy.  I  burned  thee  and  I 
looked  for  thee  and  thine  illusions  to 
trouble  man  no  more.  For  I  believed,  as 
thou,  in  my  illusion — as  all  men  of  causes 
believe  in  their  illusion  ;  methought  I  was 
sent  to  save  mankind  from  such  as  thee. 
Nature,  who  is  wiser  than  we,  robbed  me 
in  a  night  of  pain  of  that  illusion,  and  I 
discovered  the  balm  of  a  perfect  indiffer- 
ence. Therein  had  I  rested,  I  who  am 
suffered  not  to  rest — save  for  thee.  The 
spectacleof  thy  renewed  torments  suggested 
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strange  thoughts.  Compelled  to  live,  when 
all  that  exists  proclaims  the  truth  that  it  is 
better  not  to  be,  I  discovered  that  though 
evil  is  not  my  truth,  for  I  do  not  believe 
in  truth,  evil  could  become  my  pleasure. 
A  shudder  seizes  thee.  Pcrceivest  thou 
not  that  behind  to-day's  knowledge  of 
man's  helplessness  exists,  not  regret,  but 
the  resolution  to  profit  by  it  ? 

"  Thy  head  sinks  beneath  these  blows. 
Thine  eyes  no  longer  dwell  upon  me. 
Know  then  there  are  souls  thou  canst  not 
save.  If  Satan  be,  then  Satan  am  I,  and 
than  Satan  none  is  mightier — no,  not  even 
thou.  And  till  the  end  of  time,  when  the 
skies  wither,  the  stars  fall  into  the  ever- 
lasting abyss,  and  Matter  itself  passes 
away,  none  but  Satan  has  power  to  cast 
out  Satan  !  " 

A  mortal  swoon,  as  of  one  who  struggles 
in  swallowing  a  bitter  cup,  se'^med  to 
shake  the  Protagonist.  His  eyes  closed. 
Clots  of  blood  appeared  upon  his  forehead. 

When  again  his  eyes  opened,  Ahasuerus 
was  gone. 

The  Protagonist,  folding  his  hands  in  a 
gesture  full  of  calm  and  resolution,  sank 
once  more  upon  his  knees. 
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VII 

It  was  Sunday  morning.  Dr.  Ahas- 
uerus  sat  in  the  hushed  and  austerely 
luxurious  director's  sanctum  of  his  office 
at  the  top  of  one  of  New  York's  loftier  sky- 
scrapers. He  was  much  fatigued.  The 
flight  along  the  Mediterranean  and  across 
the  Atlantic  had  been  trying.  At  four 
o'clock  on  Friday  morning  the  machine 
had  taken  off,  and  Ahasuerus,  immediately 
retiring  to  his  cabin,  had  fallen  into  a  sleep 
that  was  like  stupor,  save  that  in  its  early 
stages  he  had  endured  such  a  cumulative 
succession  of  nocturnal  chimaeras  as  even 
he  had  never  hitherto  experienced.  The 
army  of  all  the  varied  horrors,  witnessed 
or  imagined  during  the  passage  of  more 
than  twenty  centuries,  abruptly  broke 
loose  from  some  obscure  prison-house  of 
oblivion  within  him  to  lord  it  over  his 
helpless  consciousness  in  an  unprece- 
dented and  delirious  carnival  of  sinister 
phantasms.  Before  that  onset  he  lay 
crippled  and,  soon  overwhelmed,  suffered 
a  totality  of  anguish,  the  sum  of  which 
he  had  not  dreamed  and  could  never 
calculate — he    was     slaughtered    in     the 
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catacombs,  bound  and  burned  in  his 
homestead  by  Norsemen,  perished  of 
thirst  upon  the  desert  as  a  Crusader, 
dropped  sprawling  from  the  scaffolding  of 
cathedral  belfries  impossibly  exalted,  was 
cut  down  as  a  woman  by  knights  in  armour 
during  religious  wars,  beheld  the  tawny 
cowls  of  the  Inquisitors  bended  above  him 
as  he  excruciated  upon  the  rack,  gasped 
out  his  life  in  the  slime  and  darkness  of 
South  Italian  dungeons,  beheld  with 
horror  as  a  Friend  of  Man  the  platform  of 
the  guillotine  dribble  blood  during  the 
massacres  of  September  and  jolted  in  the 
ultimate  tumbrel  as  their  final  victim, 
heard  the  nearing  bloodhounds  cry  upon 
his  Chartist  track,  propped  his  already 
wounded  body  against  a  wall  to  be  shot 
down  in  the  Commune,  was  riddled  with 
bullets,  flying  from  hidden  ambuscades, 
as  he  dragged  his  feet  among  strikers  dazed 
with  hunger,  felt  his  hair  burning  as  he 
groped  among  the  flaming  sandbags  of  a 
trench  douched  by  flammenwerfers,  and 
woke  with  the  reverberations  of  a  world- 
destroying  thunder  rolling  louder  and 
louder  in  his  ears,  to  recoil  from  the 
hatchet  face  of  the  Burmese  bended  above 
him  repeating  words  he  could  not  under- 
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stand.  At  length  repose  came.  He  slum- 
bered drunkenly,  only  opening  his  eyes 
early  on  Saturday  morning  to  behold  the 
weary  wilderness  of  the  Atlantic  grow 
ashen  beneath  the  pallidest  of  chilly  day- 
breaks, to  eat  a  little  of  the  food  laid  by  his 
bunk,  and  to  fall  once  more  into  a  torpid 
sleep. 

Now  his  head  ached  as  after  an  un- 
paralleled debauch.  The  room  was 
funereal.  Without,  the  city  seemed 
absolutely  still. 

"  By  now  he  is  dead,"  thought  Ahas- 
uerus.  "  For  him  fear,  affliction,  pas- 
sions '  good  '  or  '  evil '  and  the  sovereign 
insuperable  tedium  are  no  more.  For 
him  no  recollection  whatever,  not  even 
such  confused  remembrance  and  terror  of 
sweating  dream  as  wanders  in  the  soul  of 
the  sucking  child,  remains.  Requiescat. 
He  has  died  and  I — I  live,  nor  is  any 
refuge  left  me  save  mockery,  and  mockery 
needs  some  resources  even  to  mock 
itself." 

A  middle-aged,  apathetic  and  serious 
secretary  entered. 

Dr.  Ahasuerus  turned  a  distasteful  eye 
upon  him.  "  Good  morning.  You  look 
much  older  than  when  I  saw  you  last  two 
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years  ago,"  he  remarked.  "  What's  come 
over  you  ?  " 

"  Nothing,  sir.     In   fact,   I  felt  better 

than  any  time  in  my  life  up  till "     He 

blinked. 

"  What  is  it  .''  "  said  Dr.  Ahasuerus  with 
infinite  gentleness.  He  glimpsed  a  mo- 
mentary distraction  and,  in  the  jealous 
presence  of  Necessity,  softly  stretched  his 
hand  toward  it  like  a  man  quietly  filching 
beneath  the  eye  of  its  owner  a  fallen  piece 
of  gold. 

"  He's  dead,  sir."     The  voice  was  dull. 

"  You  mean ?  " 

"  The  Protagonist,  sir."  The  secretary 
leaned  over  a  draw  in  his  table  and  added 
weakly,  "  Somehow  there  were  those  of 
us  who  hoped " 

"  What  did  you  hope  ?  "  queried  Dr. 
Ahasuerus,  smiling  the  most  evanescent 
of  oblique  smiles.  ^ 

"  I  don't  precisely  know,  sir  .  .  .  but 
I  did.     Many  did." 

Dr.  Ahasuerus's  tone  became  more  car- 
essing than  ever.  "  I  shouldn't  hope,  if 
I  were  you.  At  your  age  you  should  be 
past  such  habits,  however  generous." 

"  Leonardo  says,  '  The  soul  turns  toward 
hope,'  "    returned    the    secretary.     "  I'm 
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inclined    to    think    it    must    be    human 


nature." 


"  And  so,"  replied  Dr.  Ahasuerus  in  a 
whisper,  "  are  many  other  follies,  my  poor 
friend."  He  fingered  his  brow.  "Speak- 
ing of  follies — tell  me,  has  my  return 
attracted  any  attention  ?  " 

"  There's  a  young  man  outside  the  door, 
sir,  a  reporter  from  the  Imperial  Wireless 
Broadcasting  Corporation,  says  he  would 
very  much  like  to  see  you  if  willing  to 
receive  him." 

"  Have  you  any  notion  of  his  business  ?  " 

"  No,  sir." 

"  Folly  sometimes  has  its  place  and  use," 
mused  Dr.  Ahasuerus.  "  It  may,  for 
instance,  provide  an  occasional,  a  very 
occasional,  distraction  from  the  intolerable 
tcedium  vitce  reserved  for  those  who  have 
retired  into  the  solitude  and  silence 
of  disabused  intellect."  Aloud  he  said, 
"  Let  him  in." 

A  fair  young  man  entered.  His  eyes, 
surrounded  by  dark  rings,  glittered  as 
with  the  lustre  of  a  fever. 

"  Dr.  Ahasuerus,  I  think  ?  " 

Dr.  Ahasuerus  nodded  toward  a 
chair. 

"  That  is  my  name.     If  you  have  come 
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to  get  a  story  about  that  foolish  and  un- 
warranted alien's  order  issued  against 
me,  let  me  at  once  inform  you  that  I 
have  set  it  at  defiance,  with  the  express 
intention  of  fighting  it  in  every  court  or 
courts." 

"  There's  no  necessity.  The  ban  was 
lifted  late  on  Thursday  night.  Efforts 
were  made  to  acquaint  you  with  the  fact, 
but  your  whereabouts  was  unknown.  The 
crew  aboard  your  yacht  stated  that  you 
had  expressed  a  wish  to  be  put  ashore 
somewhere  among  the  Marshall  Islands.'' 

"  Indeed  ?  " 

"  And,  after  that,  you  were  lost  sight 
of,  till  in  the  small  hours  of  Friday  morn- 
ing you  were  recognized  in  the  streets 
of  Jerusalem.  The  informant,  however, 
either  thought  you  must  already  have 
news  of  the  lifting  or  experienced  some 
difficulty,  owing  to  the  confrcion  then 
reigning  in  the  city,  in  reaching  the 
authorities,  and  still  further,  maybe,  in 
convincing  them  as  to  your  identity. 
Long  before  that  you  had,  of  course, 
taken  wings,  whither  none  knew.  Radio 
operations  were  shortly  afterwards  dis- 
turbed by  such  extraordinary  atmospheric 
conditions    as    have    never    before    been 
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known.  Later,  when  you  must  have  been 
in  mid- Atlantic,  the  world-wide  '  protest  ' 
strike  of  radio-operators  began  and  is  now 
in  operation." 

"  To  what,  then,  may  I  attribute  the 
honour  .   .   .  ?  " 

"  To  the  fact  that  the  operators  make 
one  exception  :  they  have  agreed  to 
handle  all  stuff  connected  with  Golgotha 
iff  Co.  They've  staked  their  very  souls, 
so  to  speak,  on  the  matter.  For  many 
years  there  has  been  no  general  strike, 
most  forms  of  strike  being  nowadays 
illegal  and  the  general  strike,  of  course, 
equivalent  to  criminal  conspiracy.  But 
the  murder — I  beg  your  pardon,  sir — the 
death  of  the  Protagonist  has  shaken  them 
all  up,  and  somehow  they  feel  they  ought 
to  have,  and  the  world  ought  to  have,  all 
possible  news  connected  with  Golgotha  iff 
Co.  and  the  Protagonist,  for  whose  sake 
they  have  taken  this  big  step.  Naturally, 
the  death  of  the  Protagonist  has  staggered 
not  them  only  but  the  whole  of  the 
Proletariat  here  in  the  two  Americas,  in 
Europe,  Africa  and  Australia.  Yesterday 
it  looked  as  if  there  would  be  fighting,  but 
all  save  a  fraction  of  the  police  and  soldiery 
refused  as  Christians  to  iire  on  the  opera- 
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tors,  who  had  seized  the  Central  Exchange. 
The  authorities,  fearing  the  destruction 
of  the  plant,  have  drawn  off  their  forces. 
They  are,  between  you  and  me,  not 
altogether  sorry  that  the  operators  have 
taken  this  stand.  Reports  keep  on  coming 
in  of  serious  disturbances,  revolutions 
almost,  from  half  a  dozen  capitals.  They 
fear  that,  if  this  were  broadcasted,  more 
general  risings  might  result.  The  psycho- 
logical condition  of  the  Proletariat  as  a 
whole  appears  to  be  one  of  sudden,  deep 
depression,  with  sporadic  outbreaks  of 
uncertain  temper  not  unlike  the  alternate 
depressed  lassitude  and  violent  temper  of  a 
man  who  has  lost  his  way.  The  operators 
meanwhile  are  not  circulating  the  reports 
of  outbreaks — for  they  feel,  like  everybody 
else,  as  if  there  were  something  more  to 
come.  It  is  said  the  late  Professor 
Mammon "  ^ 

''  The  late  ?  " 

"  Yes.  Didn't  you  know  ?  Of  course 
you  couldn't,  being  out  of  communication. 
Yes,  he  hanged  himself  in  that  island  he 
went  to — Paxos,  I  think  they  call  it — late 
on  Thursday.  It  was  among  the  last 
really  big  news  that  came  in  before  those 
electric  disturbances  I  mentioned.     Paxos 
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didn't  trouble  to  get  on  to  us  or  any  radio 
agency.  Whoever  it  was  that  discovered 
Mammon's  end  was  very  sharp  and  put  it 
straight  through  the  Blastophone  Corpora- 
tion— so  that  I,  for  one,  was  woken  up 
(just  as  Fd  turned  in  after  an  all-night 
job)  by  the  S.V.  (Stentor-Vox  attachment, 
you  know)  they  reserve  for  the  biggest 
world-important  news.  '  Mammon  is 
dead !  '  it  cried,  '  Mammon  is  dead  !  ' 
Sound  travels  splendidly  in  the  air  some 
nights.  I  wonder  you  didn't  hear  it,  high 
as  you  were." 

The  far  from  cheerful  aspect  of  the 
preternaturally  withered  Dr.  Ahasuerus 
had  become  more  cheerless  than  ever. 
"  Perhaps  I  did,"  he  said  absently.  ''  The 
Burmese  pilot  in  charge  woke  me  up  about 
something.  .  .  ." 

He  turned  a  dull  eye  upon  the  youth. 
"  Any  particulars  ?  " 

"  None.  Just  found  hanging.  That's 
all.  Unofficially,  however,  it  was 
rumoured  that  a  warrant  for  his  arrest 
had  been  issued  on  a  serious  charge  con- 
nected with  revolutionary  conspiracy.  It 
seems  a  pity  from  his  point  of  view  he 
didn't  live." 

"  Pity  ? — why  ?  "    queried    Dr.    Ahas- 

30 
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uerus,  with  more  animation  than  he  had 
hitherto  displayed. 

"  Because  .  .  .  because  ..."  the 
young  man  faltered.  "  There  are 
reasons.  ...  In  fact,  that's  what  I 
came  to  see  you  about.  .  .  .  Rumour 
asserts    .    .    ." 

Dr.  Ahasuerus  watched  him  absently. 

"  Yes  ?  " 

"  Have  you  heard  from  Mr.  Magni- 
ferox  ?  "  asked  the  young  man.  His 
intonation  was  peculiar. 

"  Go  on." 

"  My  chief  thought  that,  as  the  ban  had 
been  lifted  from  you,  and  Professor  Mam- 
mon— the  man  who  is  said  to  have  caused 
that  ruling — has  come  to  his  end  with  so 
serious  a  charge  preferred  against  him, 
that  perhaps  .  .  ." 

"  I  had  nothing  to  do  with  Mammon's 
end." 

"...  or  that  Mr.  Magniferox  and 
you  might  have  joined  hands  or  at  any  rate 
that  he  might  be  in  communication  with 
you.  Of  course  we  should  not  dream  of 
asking  you  for  information  as  to  the 
contents  of  any  such  communication  ; 
we  only  want  to  know  whether  you  are  in 
receipt  of  such  a  thing." 
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"  Why  ?  " 

"  A  matter  of  general  interest,  sir." 

"  Young  man,  I  will  bargain  with  you. 
You  tell  me  why  your  chief  desires  to 
know,  and  I'll  tell  you  whether  I've 
heard." 

"  Certainly.  We  have  a  stream  of 
rumours  coming  into  the  office.  Striking 
operators  all  over  the  world  are  exchanging 
private  messages.  There  was  one,  for 
instance,  from  England  came  in  just  before 
I  left,  to  the  effect  that  the  Prince  has 
secretly  gone  over  to  Lady  Betty  St. 
Claire's  party, — if  party  you  can  call  it, — 
that  he  is  about  to  marry  her  or  has 
married  her,  and  that  the  people  are  on 
the  very  point  of  rising  under  their 
double  leadership  against  the  Old  Gang, 
Church  included." 

"  Ridiculous  !  " 

"  It  sounds  so.  But  we  do  none  the 
less  know  for  a  fact  that  there  has  been 
heavy  lighting  in  Paris  between  the 
Workers'  Christian  Socialist  Federation  on 
the  one  side  and  the  Nationalists, '  Blacks  ' 
and  Royalists  on  the  other.  In  Berlin  a 
rising  has  fizzled  out.  From  Munich  a 
pitched  battle  is  reported — the  Govern- 
ment had  censored  the  news  of  the  death 
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of  the  Protagonist,  and,  when  on  Friday 
evening  it  became  known,  there  was  an 
outburst  of  fury." 

"  What  has  this  to  do  with  Mr.  Magni- 
ferox  ?  " 

"  Apparently  nothing,  except  that 
before  he  left  Paris  for  Jerusalem  (he  did 
go  after  all)  he  left  instructions  for  very 
vigorous  preparations  to  be  made  against 
such  outbreaks,  and  forwarded,  it  is 
presumed,  confidential  intelligence  to  the 
Government  here  that  trouble  might  be 
expected,  which  is  probably  why  the 
Government  has  issued  an  order  that 
to-day,  Sunday,  will  not  be  observed  as  a 
holiday,  that  the  workers  are  to  go  to 
their  offices  as  usual,  and  that  a  limited 
number  of  special  services  will  be  held  at 
midday  in  city  churches.  The  reason 
assigned  is  one  of  public  safety.  The 
General  Strike  of  Radio-Opc-ators  and 
the  half-dozen  other  Sympathy  Strikes  are 
pointed  to.  It  is  alleged  that  certain  sec- 
tions of  the  general  public  are  in  a  state  of 
dangerous  unrest,  which  late  public  events 
have  increased  ;  that  the  general  temper 
of  the  public  as  a  whole  seems  unstable,  and 
that  some  added  peril  may  be  apprehended 
from  the  fact  that  to-day,  Sunday,  is  also 
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the  first  of  May.  But  since  Mr.  Magni- 
ferox  left  for  Jerusalem,  despite  the  fact 
that  he  promised  a  communication  to 
several  big  radio  agencies  and  newspapers, 
there  has  been  no  scrap  of  message  from 
him." 

"  Well  ?  "  said  Dr.  Ahasuerus. 

The  young  man  shifted  his  chair  closer, 
placed  both  hands  upon  the  edge  of  the 
magisterial  table,  leaned  forward  and  said, 
"  Come  now.  Dr.  Ahasuerus,  you  are 
known  to  be  a  great  man,  with  big  interests 
in  all  quarters  of  the  globe.  ...  A  person 
such  as  Mr.  Magniferox  doesn't  dis- 
appear into  thin  air.  With  all  the  ex- 
changes of  the  world  after  him,  he  is,  if 
living,  probably  findable.  .   .   ." 

"  You  may  recollect  that  /  was 
not  ..."  said  Dr.  Ahasuerus  gently. 
He  turned  his  gaze  from  the  burning  orbs 
of  the  young  man.  A  feeling  of  oppression 
had  grown  upon  him. 

"  Where,"  inquired  the  young  man 
softly,  "  is  M.  Krohn  ?  " 

"  I  have  no  idea.  In  Jerusalem,  I 
suppose." 

"  And  Herr  Blumenbaum  .  .  .  and 
M.  Levy  -  Kahusac  .  .  .  and  Mr. 
M'Cluskie  ?  " 
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"Like     M.     Krohn,     I     suppose  —  in 
Jerusalem/' 

"  There  are  ways  of  being  in  Jerusalem," 
said  the  young  man,  rolling  his  eyes. 

"Eh  ?'" 

"  One  takes  a  plane,  dines,  sleeps,  views 
the  spectacle  outside  the  city  and  then 
takes  the  plane  home  once  more.  Isn't 
their  stay  a  little  protracted  ?  None  of 
them  have  been  heard  from.  Can  it  be 
they  have  found  a  resting-place  ? — taken 
root  ?     Is  the  soil  growing  on  them  ?  " 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  "  said  Dr. 
Ahasuerus  a  trifle  unsteadily.  His  head 
still  troubled  him. 

"  I  mean,"  returned  the  young  man 
composedly,  "  that  we  very  much  suspect 
that  a  random  message  we  received  late  on 
Friday  night  is  correct.  I  have  a  tran- 
script from  the  operator's  shorthand." 

He  read:  "'There's  heavy  fighting  on 
outside.  I  speak  from  the  Special  Sta- 
tion, Jerusalem  '  (he  means  Special  Post 
erected  near  the  Police  Station  and  In- 
firmary just  without  the  northern  wall). 
'  I  crawled  in  here  out  of  the  Infirmary,  for 
the  wards  were  deserted,  every  one  having 
gone  out  to  see  that  ghastly  blasphemy. 
My  intention  was  to  put  out  of  action, 
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for  a  little  at  least,  these  impious  chatter- 
ing machines  by  flinging  my  body,  already 
hurt  to  death,  toward  the  switchboard  and 
short  circuiting  the  big  system,  or,  if  I 
could  not  reach  the  switchboard,  at  least 
to  break  some  valves  before  they  over- 
powered me.  For  I  do  not  believe  in  this 
travesty  of  Jesus'  life  and  teaching  Gol- 
gotha l5  Co.  have  been  attempting  to 
propagate.  To  my  astonishment  I  found 
the  place  deserted.  The  temptation  had 
been  too  much.  All  had  gone  out  to  see 
the  first  phase.  I  determined  to  put  out 
the  big  radio  system  and  its  seven  trans- 
mitters. I  succeeded.  But,  not  knowing 
much  about  big  switchboards,  I  succeeded 
too  well.  A  fire  started.  I  tried  to  get 
away,  but  heard  voices  approaching,  and 
hid  under  a  grating  in  the  floor.  The  fire 
was  soon  extinguished.  The  operators 
and  electricians  were  apparently  in  a 
great  state  of  indignation  at  the  treatment 
of  the  Protagonist.  They  spoke  of  the 
scene  with  horror,  and  cursed  Magniferox 
and  the  company  in  the  grand-stand. 
Then  they  discovered  the  big  system  was 
useless.  They  were  just  coming  to  the 
conclusion  that  it  was  impossible  to  repair 
it  and  considering  what  report  they  should 
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make,  since  news  would  be  hung  up, 
when  the  first  lot  of  news-senders  came 
in,  some  of  them  distinctly  indignant. 
Presently  a  newcomer  with  a  big  voice — 
some  person  in  authority,  I  think — learning 
that  the  big  system  had  been  damaged, 
refused  the  news-senders  leave  to  operate. 
He  said  he  was  going  to  get  an  official  off  to 
the  effect  that  the  Protagonist  was  dead. 
The  others  protested  that  the  Protagonist 
wasn't  dead.  "  Well,"  said  he,  "  he  damn 
soon  will  be."  I  had  hardly  heard  him 
begin  his  official  announcement,  when  the 
dimness  of  my  hiding-place  changed  to 
complete  darkness.  "  Hello  !  What's 
that — ^what's  that  ?  "  the  offfcial  began 
raging.  "  Turn  up  the  lights !  I  can't  see 
my  notes."  But  some  connection  in  the 
lighting  system  had  suffered  in  the  fire. 
The  lights  would  not  go  on.  Outside 
there  was  a  great  hubbub.  That  utter 
darkness  seemed  to  be  unexpected,  and  the 
people  up  the  road  depended  on  the  cur- 
rent for  their  work.  Telephones  began 
to  ring  like  mad.  I  heard  the  chief 
electrician  yelling,  "  Damn  you  and  your 
bloody  camera  !  The  system's  burnt  out 
I  tell  you.  We  can't.  It  would  take 
twelve  hours   to  replace.     Dying,  is  he  ? 
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Serve  you  and  your  fellow-fiends  blasted 
well  right.  A  '  close-up  '  for  the  last 
of  the  Last  Seven  Words  ?  The  only 
light  I  hope  you'll  see  is  the  light  of  hell- 
fire  !  "  There  was  the  devil  of  a  row. 
Then  the  uncanny  darkness  outside  began 
to  have  its  effect.  Hasty  movements  were 
taking  place  up  the  road  ;  people  were 
leaving  the  scene.  The  news-senders 
went  back  where  they  came  from.  Soon 
after  there  succeeded  an  awful  stillness, 
which  seemed  to  last  for  ever.  At  length 
another  official  rushed  in,  and  he  and  the 
loud-voiced  man  had  a  fierce  argument  in 
whispers,  followed  by  a  tussle  there  in  the 
darkness  over  the  machine.  I  prepared 
to  crawl  out,  determined  to  kill  one  of 
them,  if  I  could,  with  a  spanner.  At  that 
moment  it  came.  I  heard  it  approaching 
a  long  way  off  like  the  roll  of  subterranean 
drums.  I  guessed  what  it  was,  for  I  had 
experienced  something  similar  in  Japan. 
But  I  was  not  prepared  for  a  force  suffi- 
cient to  throw  me  on  my  face.  The 
earthquake  jolted  the  place  with  an 
extraordinary  tussling  motion.  The  walls 
collapsed.  I  heard  the  clatter  of  broken 
machinery  in  motion  in  the  dynamo  room, 
followed  by  an  immense  jar  and  sudden 
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arrest,  and  presently  became  aware  of  the 
horrible  sound  of  acid  broken  loose  to 
run  seething  along  the  floor  in  the  tiled 
chamber  where  I  crouched.  Somehow  I 
got  out  alive.  I  can  remember  the  fresh 
smell  of  the  road,  then  I  must  have 
fainted. 

"  '  When  I  came  to,  the  sky  was  light 
again,  and  a  couple  of  the  electricians  were 
standing  near  looking  at  the  bodies  of  the 
two  officials  killed  by  falHng  masonry. 
Neither  seemed  sorry — quite  the  other 
way.  I  attracted  their  attention,  and 
they  came  and  attended  to  me.  I  told 
them  who  I  was,  and  they  said  it  was  a 
real  lesson.  "  What  ?  "  I  asked.  "  That 
yonder,"  they  said,  pointing.  "  The  grand- 
stand collapsed  with  the  earthquake.  A 
chap  came  by  five  minutes  ago  and  said 
Mr.  Magniferox  and  all  the  other  swells 
had  been  killed.  '  What  the  ea'-th  didn't 
swallow,'  he  said,  '  the  heavens  crushed.' 
He  was  laughing  like  an  idiot.  We  think 
it  must  be  true.  For  a  long  time  there 
was  silence  after  the  shock,"  they  said; 
"  since  then  there  has  been  the  devil  to 
pay — ambulances,  panic-struck  spectators 
and  all  that."  They  hadn't  gone  to  see 
because    they    were    looking    after    their 
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injured  pals.  At  that  I  said  I  didn't  want 
to  be  caught  by  the  police  even  if  I  was  due 
to  die  soon  (for  I  was  very  weak).  So 
they  carried  me  and  put  me  behind  the 
ruins.  About  an  hour  later  one  of  them 
brought  me  some  food,  and  told  me  that 
orders  were  to  repair  the  machines  in  the 
station  as  soon  as  possible.  "  Why," 
said  I,  "  can't  they  use  other  stations  ?  " 
"  Don't  you  know  ?  "  said  he.  "  Delegates 
from  Professor  Mammon's  allies,  the 
workman's  secret  Societies  all  over  Europe, 
assembled  here  for  the  show,  pretending 
they  were  converted.  An  enormous  num- 
ber of  the  other  people  who  came  are  with 
them  at  heart.  We  don't  know  exactly 
what  the  intentions  of  these  men  were — 
the  flight  of  Mammon  threw  that  all  out. 
Perhaps  they  intended  to  hold  up  all  that 
assembly  in  the  grand-stand.  Anjovay, 
there  was  a  coup  planned,  with  corre- 
sponding coups  in  many  capitals.  Among 
other  things,  a  secret  cordon  had  been 
formed  round  the  city.  I  suppose  they 
will  now  close  in.  But  the  authorities 
seem  to  have  expected  something.  I 
fancy  there's  a  heavy  fight  on."  As  he 
spoke  we  heard  firing.  He  returned  to 
the  station.     Soon  after  shots  broke  out 
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in  what  was  left  of  the  station  itself.  The 
authorities  had  sent  up  a  small  squad  of 
Senegalese,  and  they  and  the  workmen  had 
fallen  out.  Presently  there  was  silence, 
followed  by  renewed  firing  beyond  the 
station.  Then  it  was  that  I  crawled  in 
here  for  this  message,  determined  the 
world  should  know  what  has  occurred. 
Again  the  station  is  deserted — except  for 
the  bodies  of  the  slain  (including  those  of 
my  two  electricians,  shot  in  the  head). 
The  Senegalese  have  gone  off  to  assist  the 
officials  in  a  last  effort,  I  suppose.  Look- 
ing up  just  now  I  saw  a  small  troop-trans- 
port plane  going  over.  There  will  be  still 
more  fighting.  Rifles  are  rattling  every- 
where. Some  of  the  troops  must,  I  think, 
have  gone  over  to  the  rebels.  I  can't 
hold  out  much  longer,  I  am  so  weak.  I 
was  lucky  to  find  this  one  ground-trans- 
luitter  in  order,  poor  as  it  is.  I  trust  some 
friend  of  hope  and  man  will  relay  this 
message  on  to  agencies  in  all  capitals.  T 
am  about  to  destroy  this  machine,  for  I 
fear  I  may  become  too  weak  to  do  so  in  a 
few  minutes.  I  have  to  stand  to  transmit, 
and  a  wound  I  received  yesterday  is  so 
agonizing  that  I  fear  to  fall  senseless. 
Thanks    be    to   God,    I    have   lived   long 
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enough  to  see  a  terrible  fate  overtake  some 
of  the  mightiest  enemies  God  and  man 
have  ever  known.  Save  for  this  all  seems 
dark.  The  Protagonist  is  slain.  Blood 
will  not  avenge  him  or  bring  the  Kingdom, 
for  which  I  am  sure  he  stands,  any  nearer. 
Despite  my  deeds  of  the  last  few  hours,  I 
do  not  believe  in  the  sort  of  revolution  my 
electricians  said  Mammon  was  planning. 
Bullets  are  splashing  the  ruins  about  me. 
Perhaps  the  Senegalese  are  falling  back. 
I  must  destroy  the  machine  now.  Good- 
bye. If  any  one  desires  to  know  my  name, 
know  that  it  reads  Samiel  Owerby,  dead 
in  God  and  Liberty's  cause.'  A  moment 
after,"  concluded  the  young  man,  "  the 
original  office  in  Alexandria  that  relayed 
this  on,  reports  it  heard  sounds  like  shots 
in  the  receiver,  followed  by  a  crash  and 
complete  silence,  from  which  they  deduced 
that  Owerby  must  have  been  shot  and 
fallen  upon  the  glass  valve,  thus  breaking 
it  as  he  intended." 

The  young  man  returned  the  transcript 
to  his  pocket.  "  But  of  course,"  he  re- 
marked, "  all  that  may  be  a  revolutionary 
ruse.  No  reply  comes  to  us,  though  we 
have  called  the  Jerusalem  Special  Office 
at  five-minute  intervals  all  the  last  twenty- 
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four  hours.  Perhaps  Magniferox  is  still 
alive  and  leading  the  forces  that  are 
fighting.  But  if  so,  why  has  he  not  com- 
municated by  plane  ?  "  His  eye  rolled 
a  malign  satisfaction  toward  the  figure 
behind  the  table.  "  Perhaps  the  Direc- 
torate is  paralysed.  What  do  you  think, 
Dr.  Ahasuerus  ?     What  are  your  hopes  ?  " 

"  I  never  hope,"  returned  Dr.  Ahas- 
uerus, fixing  the  young  man  with  a  sudden 
dark  glance,  "  and  I  but  rarely  publish  my 
thoughts.  Now  let  me  keep  my  side  of 
the  bargain.  I  have  not  heard  from  Mr. 
Magniferox  or,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  from 
anybody,  with  one  negligible  exception, 
for  two  years.     Good  morning." 

The  young  man  stared.  Then  he 
grinned.  "  Thanks,"  he  said  heartily,  and 
rose.  "  In  that  case  we  may  conclude,  I 
think,  that  by  now  Magniferox  and  Co.  are 
in  hell." 

Dr.  Ahasuerus  rose. 

"  Thank  you  for  your  news.  Dr.  Ahas- 
uerus. We  shall  publish  it.  You  have 
said  you  do  not  hope.  I  have  few  hopes 
left,  but  I  should  be  sorry  to  think  my 
last  conclusion  false.     Good  morning." 

Dr.  Ahasuerus  surprised  a  smile  vanish- 
ing from  the  face  of  his  secretary. 
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"  I  cannot  speak  for  faith,"  Dr.  Ahas- 
uerus  remarked  acidly,  "  but,  as  far  as  hope 
is  concerned,  it  would  appear  that  nowa- 
days it  has  little  to  do  with  charity." 

"  I  never  did  like  Mr.  Magniferox," 
averred  the  inconsequential  secretary. 
"  A  dominating,  florid  sort  of  man — 
rather  a  bounder." 

His  employer  treated  him  to  a  peculiar 
flicker  of  the  eyelids.  The  secretary 
hurriedly  picked  an  envelope  from  the 
table.  "  This  came  in  by  the  first  post," 
he  said.  "  Aerial  mail,  I  see.  Postmark  : 
Paxos.     Curious  coincidence." 

Dr.  Ahasuerus  turned  it  over.  "  You 
may  go,"  he  said  softly.  "  I'll  ring  when 
I  want  you." 

He  opened  the  envelope.  The  epistle 
consisted  of  an  extraordinary  series  of 
loose  sheets  pinned  together  and  thrust 
apparently  with  haste  into  the  sheath. 
He  read  : 

"  Ahasuerus, — This  goes  to  the  address 
of  your  New  York  office,  which  is,  I  know, 
your  base.  Sometime  or  other,  if  you 
are  still  living,  it  will  reach  you." 

Followed  a  hiatus,  as  if  the  writer  were 
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gathering    his    powers    or    collecting    his 
distracted  thought. 

" '  My  Kingdom  is  not  of  this  world  ' 

what  does  he  mean  ? 
Perhaps     he     himself     does     not     know 

what  has  happened  ? 
I  thought  he  came  to  rid  the  world  of 
the  unintelligcnce  of  tyrants.  Since  I 
was  a  child  I  have  always  known  that  he 
would  come.  Aboard  your  yacht,  when 
you  endeavoured  to  bargain  with  me  for 
the  privilege  of  seeing  him,  it  was  revealed 
to  me  that  you  must,  by  some  means  I 
know  not,  have  recognized  the  photo- 
graph your  agent,  despite  the  penalty  he 
knew  he  would  incur,  confessed  to  pro- 
curing for  you.  My  suspicions  were  in- 
creased almost  to  certainty  by  the  report 
of  our  agent  (your  radio  operator),  received 
a  few  days  before  our  meeting,  to  the  effect 
that  you  had  quite  suddenly  belied  your 
accustomed  blank  indifference  and  taken 
an  interest  in  the  latest  news  of  Golgotha  ^ 
Co.  For  it  was  not  difficult  for  the  oper- 
ator to  obtain  information  in  conversation 
with  your  steward  or  other  members  of 
the  crew.  What  that  photograph  meant 
to  you,  I  cannot  tell — save  that  I  myself 
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knew  him  at  once  when  first  I  set  eyes 
upon  him.  Sometimes  I  have  thought 
that,  even  as  those  who  love,  good  and 
evil  spirits  discern  each  other  at  first  sight. 
Certainly  I  never  made  any  mistake  about 
you.  If  ever  evil  stalked  the  earth,  it 
stalks  it  in  your  shape. 

"  And  shall  I  tell  you  why  r  Tou  do  not 
believe. 

"  '  Believe  and  be  saved.'     That  is  true. 

"  And  yet  do  I  believe  ?     I 

had  the  light  of  Science  and  the  hope  of 
Democracy  in  what  is  it 

I  have  betrayed  him  ?  I  hoped  that  to- 
gether we  might  turn  men's  minds  toward 
a  more  worthy  existence  we 

were  to  be  Philosopher- Kings,  hoping  by 
herd-direction  to  inspire  a  taste  for 
reason.  If  that  be  not  a  noble  ambition, 
I  know  not  what  is. 

"  Long  ago — at  the  very  commence- 
ment of  his  ministry — I  showed  him  this 
Kingdom  and  offered  it  him.  But  he 
would  have  none  of  it.  And  I  waited, 
thinking  he  would  change.  All  over  the 
world  the  signs  of  the  coming  of  that  King- 
dom began.  Nor  were  these  signs  always 
public.  He  had  only  to  raise  his  hand. 
Day  by  day  I  watched  him,  expecting  him 
31 
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to  raise  it.  Those  in  power  became  sus- 
picious. I  began  to  guess  they  intended  | 
to  make  away  with  him.  He  must  have 
known  it,  too,  but  he  neither  gave  nor  made 
a  sign.  On  the  Sunday  I  made  sure  he 
would  make  it.  In  disgust  I  determined 
to  abandon  him.  And  yet  even  then  I 
hoped — and  hoped  in  vain.  And  so  I 
abandoned  him  to  the  fury  of  his  enemies." 

Here  the  writing  upon  the  first  sheet 
ceased. 

The  scrawl  upon  the  second  began  half- 
way down  the  page,  as  if  the  author  had 
suddenly  projected  his  feelings  on  to  paper 
with  no  thought  but  to  be  rid  of  them 
as  rapidly  as  possible.  There  were  many 
erasures  and  blots.  Phrases  and  sentences 
deleted  were  forthwith  begun  anew.  The 
hand  betrayed  a  state  of  extraordinary 
agitation. 

"  '  Believe  and  be  saved.'  Ah,  but 
what  mode  of  belief  ?  Reason  not  enough. 
But  if  not  reason  what  (erasure)  unreason 
offer  ?  Despair.  Fool's  word.  Yet 
there  it  is  :    Despair.     This  is  Despair. 

"  Have  pity.  Rubbish.  Doesn't  exist. 
Just  Indifference.  What  man  dreams, 
that    is    his    God.      Your    God    is    dead. 
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What  am  I  doing  here  then  ? — eh  ?     No 


answer." 


The  pen  appeared  to  have  rolled  across 
the  page.  Perhaps  the  writer  had  fallen 
into  a  stupor.  The  screed  commenced 
afresh — clear,  almost  precise  : 

"  Ahasuerus,  you  were  right.  What  has 
humanity  to  do  with  hope  ?  " 

Once  more  the  hand  became  uneven — 
but  uneven  with  the  impetus  of  a  frenzied 
fluency  and  interspersed  with  erasures  and 
indecipherable  phrases. 

"  I  have  walked  the  island  all  day. 
Stones.  Vetch.  Broom.  The  burning 
bush.  I  am  very  tired.  Strange  thoughts 
revolve  in  my  head.  Hallucinations  f  I 
think  perhaps  it  is  best  not  to  be.  That 
at  least  is  a  solution.  At  least  I  (in- 
decipherable) Twice  to-day  has 

it !     Images,    images,    images  ;    what 

have  I  invoked  ?  He  bears  upon  his  back 
a  cross.  He  is  very  weary.  Blood  on  his 
feet,  blood  on  his  hands,  blood  on  his  brow 
running  down  into  his  eyes,  a  stain  of 
blood  growing  larger  upon  his  breast — 
what  will  happen  when,  presently,  he  is  all 
blood    like    a    banner  ?     And    I    take    his 
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cross  from  him.  How  heavy  it  is.  And 
when  I  set  my  shoulder  beneath  it,  I  find 
that  it  is  gold.  It  is  so  heavy  that  it  bears 
me  down  and  makes  me  dizzy  and,  falling 
through  an  immense  void,  I  lose  my 
thoughts.     (Three  lines  erased.) 

"  When  I  come  to  myself  I  am  seated 
leaning  against  a  tree  on  a  hill-top.     The 
slopes  are  covered  with  flowers,  especially 
columbines.     My  hand,   I   observe,   rests 
upon  a  little  wild  strawberry  plant,  the 
brown   markings   on   the   triple   leaves   of 
which  fascinate  me.     Lifting  my  head,  I 
find   an   immense   light   everywhere   and, 
glancing  to  my  left,  because  somehow  I 
expect    to   see   the   Jerusalem    I    know,    I 
observe  a  walled  city  of  little  high-roofed 
houses,  steep  streets  and  many  spires,  the 
whole   sparkling  in   the   morning  air — all 
very  minute  and  clear  like  jewels  under 
water.     I    sigh    and    stretch    my    hands 
toward  it,  and  suddenly  it  all  comes  much 
nearer.     I  perceive  the  bells  are  swinging 
in  the  belfries.     The  cocks  upon  the  spire- 
tops  clash  their  wings  and  I  catch  as  in 
echo  the  sound  of  their  crowing.     (Some 
indecipherable  phrases.)     The  golden  city- 
gate  swings  open  and  out  pours  a  crowd 
of  boys  and  girls  having  roses  garlanded  in 
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their  hair.     I  know  they  are  singing,  but 
I  cannot  hear  them.     They  are  all  very 
happy  and  I  am  half-happy  watching  them 
— but  in  my  soul  I  know  I  am  not  so  happy, 
that  I  am,  in  fact,  utterly  wretched.     As 
I  look  at  them,  I  cannot  help  groaning, 
and  instantly  I  perceive  that  in  the  midst 
of  them  is  a  dwarf  with  the  features  of 
a  man,  and  that  the  children  are  making 
fun  of  him.     The  children,  joining  hands, 
form  a  circle  round  the  hill  and  begin  to 
dance.     But   the   dwarf   will   not   dance. 
He  is  very,  very  ugly,  and  somehow  his 
face  seems  curiously  familiar,  though,  rack 
my  brains  as  I  will,  I  cannot  imagine  who 
he  is.     The  children  as  they  dance  shout 
in  his  ear  and  he  grows  furious.     He  is  so 
ridiculous  that  I  also  laugh,  whereat  the 
children  begin  to  hum  a  tune  and  swing  to 
and  fro  hand  in  hand  as  children  do  when 
they  are  starting  a  game.     (Indecipherable 
phrases.)    And  so  the  dwarf  in  rage  and 
grief  flings  himself  on   the  ground.     He 
bites  the  dust.     He  makes  futile  (obliter- 
ated) and,  feeling  that  he  is  in  despair,  I 
run  over  to  him  and  lift  him  up  and 
behold,  his  face  is  my  own.     Marvelling, 
I  look  into  his  eyes  (erasure)  large  and  blue 
and  with  an  intent  look  and  fol- 
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lowing  their  gaze,  I  see  that  the  tree, 
against  which  I  had  sat  leaning,  is  not  a 
tree  but  a  crucifix.  This  crucifix  is  more 
beautiful  than  anything  I  could  possibly 
have  imagined.  Vine  and  ivy  wreathe  its 
base  and  the  wood  is  not  wholly  dead, 
for  tiny  shoots,  like  flames,  burst  from  it 

and  on  the  cross  is  stretched  a  living 
youthful  a  body  so  young  and 

beautiful  that  I  fall  upon  my  knees.  And, 
as  I  fall,  the  children  close  round  me  (three 
erasures)  a  soft  angelical  laughter.  For 
I  have  become  the  dwarf.  I  see  nothing 
now  except  the  base,  the  extreme  ends  of 
the  cross-beam  of  the  cross  and  the  top 
of  the  cross,  upon  which  is  nailed  a  parch- 
ment. And  while  I  am  wondering  how  I 
can  read  the  obscure  characters  thereon, 
I  feel  myself  lifted  into  the  air  as  by  a 
winged  being.  I  approach  him 
and    terror    invades    my    heart  I 

struggle  the  Angel  speaks  in  my 

ear,  '  Thou  art  in  Patmos  and  this  is  He 
who  died  to  save  us  from  ourselves,  the 
Same  who  requires  that  thou  receive  again 
the  kiss  thou  gavest.'  I  suffocate 
the  angel  has  left  me,  but  I  am  borne  on 
(erasure).   I  feel  that  (erasure)  is  near 

that   I   cannot   avoid  it  that 
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nowhere  is    escape  and 

that  in  a  moment  all  will  clear  and  I  shall, 
I  must  be  I  feel 

and  suddenly  I  am  gripped  in  talons 
of  steel  it  is  just  beyond,  it 

is  coming  closer,  it  is  coming  close  to  mine 
and  now  I  know  that  that  face 
which  draws  close  to  mine,  that  with  its 
horror  blots  out  the  world,  is  thy  spirit's, 
O  Ahasuerus.  I  shriek,  my  bowels  are 
twisted  in  me,  my  skin  exudes  an  icy  sweat 
— thou,  Ahasuerus,  art  man's  damnation, 
and  I  am  thine  for  ever,  and  for  ever,  and 
for  ever. 

"  Twice     to-day  this  I 

feel  soon  it  must  come  again. 

"  That  which  we  do  in  this  world  is 
irrevocable.  I  see  that  you  were  right. 
There  never  was  and  never  will  be  hope  ; 
there  are  only  crimes,  and  whether  to 
hope  or  to  betray  those  who  hope  be  the 
greater  crime  is  an  insuperable  riddle.  I 
repeat,  all,  all  that  remains  is  crimes. 
Indifference,  Thou  who  didst  cause  me  to 
be,  receive  this  valediction  :  I  am,  whose 
the  offence  may  be,  I  know  not,  but  this  I 
do  know,  that,  having  suffered  by  being, 
feeling  no  guilt,  I  commit  the  one  deed 
that  eternally  is  no  crime,  in  trust  to  find 
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therein  that  annihilation  my  to-have-have 
now  owes  me.  U.  M." 

Ahasuerus  buried  his  face  in  his  hands. 
It  was  some  minutes  before  he  rane  the 
bell.  ^ 

"  See  that  a  tombstone  be  set  up  at  my 
expense  over  Professor  Mammon's  grave," 
he  told  the  secretary — "  a  stone,  mind  you, 
not  a  cross.  He  had  no  relations,  and  a 
criminal  charge  had  been  preferred  against 
him.  Write  on  the  stone  an  epitaph  I 
have  often  pondered  " — he  sighed — "  for 
myself  :  Passer-by,  rejoice  that  as  I  am  so 
shortly  shalt  thou  he.'''' 

"  Very  good,  sir." 

The  secretary  seated  himself  and  began 
to  write.  Save  for  the  sound  of  his  pen, 
complete  silence  reigned. 

"  Magniferox  .  .  .  Krohn  .  .  .  Levy- 
Kahusac,"  murmured  Dr.  Ahasuerus, 
"  and  now  Mammon  !  Upon  my  table 
the  little  bronzen  figure  of  the  inexorable 
Sphinx  I  bought  in  Egypt  in  the  year  of 
the  death  of  Herod  the  Great  remains. 
Only  the  statues  persist.  All  is  a  dream. 
The  phantoms  go  by.  I  hear  their  crying, 
but,  as  the  centuries  unroll,  their  cries  grow 
fainter  and  the  intolerable  tedium  within 
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my  soul  waxes  like  an  awful  and  consuming 
tumour.  '  Vanity  of  vanities ! '  mur- 
mured the  instructor  of  my  youth,  the 
aged  Rabbi.  '  All  is  vanity.  Wise  was  the 
prophet,  my  son.  In  those  few  words  is 
resumed  thewhole  historyand  future  of  the 
human  race.'  I  resented  his  words,  though 
I  recalled  them  with  a  sort  of  reverence 
when  I  gazed  upon  his  benign  mien, 
sealed  in  death.  To-day  I  know  them 
true.  '  Vanity  of  vanities.  All  is  vanity.^ 
If  there  be  any  truth  upon  earth,  that  is 
the  sum  of  it." 

He  sank  into  reverie.  Looking  up,  the 
secretary  beheld  what  he  was  accustomed 
to  name  to  himself  "  the  Desert  "  once 
more  reflected  in  Ahasuerus's  eyes.  It 
made  him  shiver.     He  let  fall  a  book. 

"  Ah  !  "  said  Dr.  Ahasuerus,  startled. 
His  thoughts  changed.  "  Let  me  fancy," 
he  mused  ;  "  I  owe  a  duty  to  comedy.  For 
now,  if  ever,  is  the  hour  to  indulge  in  it. 
Let  me  exploit  derision.  Hitherto  I  have 
not  paid  it  sufficient  attention.  Beyond 
a  doubt  I  would  seem  to  have  experienced 
some  fractional  belief  from  tedium  a  few 
nights  ago,  though  the  sequel  was  painful. 
The  Protagonist  is  dead.  This  defeat  may 
produce   some   not   entirely  tedious   inci- 
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dents  if  turned  to  a  rout."  He  glanced  at 
the  secretary.  "  To  think  that  even  he 
hopes  !  " 

"  I  am  considering,"  he  announced, 
"  an  indulgence  in  a  little  propaganda  of 
a  rather  different  tenor  to  that  of  which 
we  have  seen  so  much  of  lately.  Neither 
the  world  nor  I  are  as  merry  as  we  might 
be.  Can  you  tell  me  the  name  of  the  late 
Professor  Mammon's  foremost  rival  ?  " 

"  Well,  Professor  Blather,  sir,  is  much 
talked  about." 

"  So  he  is,  to  be  sure.     Thank  you." 

Once  more  Dr.  Ahasuerus  fell  into 
reflection.  But  this  time  there  lurked 
about  his  eyes  a  smile. 

"  You  agree,"  he  wakened  to  inquire, 
"  that  the  Proletariat  at  large  is  distressed 
over  the  death  of  this — er — actor  ?j" 

"  Actor,  sir  ?  " 

"  The  Protagonist." 

"  They  didn't  look  on  him  quite  as  an 
actor,  sir."     The  tone  was  bitter. 

"  Indeed  ?  You  are  an  authoritv  on 
hope,  my  poor  friend.  Tell  me  what  did 
they  expect  ?  When  one  offers  no  resist- 
ance to  the  executioner,  one  is  executed, 
and,  when  one  dies — why,  then  one  dies." 

"  They — I — we — expected " 
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But  the  secretary's  ramblings  were  cut 
short.     A  vast  murmur  had  arisen  without. 

"  What's  that  ?  " 

"  I  think,  sir,"  said  the  secretary  suavely, 
"  that  the  news,  of  which  our  young 
friend  gave  us  earher  benefit,  must  be 
percolating  .   .   ." 

Dr.  Ahasuerus's  face  withered  again. 
He  gazed  straight  before  him  out  of  the 
window,  where  the  skyscrapers,  plinths  of 
honeycomb,  flirted  their  gilded  weather- 
cocks in  the  sun. 

The  great  bell  in  the  tow^er  above  the 
chamber  slowly  tolled  twelve.  Silence 
ensued.  Then,  abruptly,  the  windows 
rattled. 

Dr.  Ahasuerus,  glancing  at  his  secretary, 
observed  that  he  appeared  to  have  fallen 
into  a  kind  of  trance.  His  eyes  were 
shining.  He  would  seem  to  be  listening 
intently. 

Dr.  Ahasuerus  shrugged  and,  rising, 
reached  the  window  in  time  to  observe 
thousands  of  men  and  women  pour  from 
the  hive-like  offices  into  the  street.  Again 
the  windows  rattled. 

"  What  are  they  at  ?  " 

The  secretary  came  over. 

"  It  is  Easter,  sir.     The  three  guns  are 
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going  for  the   special   services   permitted 
by  the  Government." 

The  windows  rattled  for  the  third  time. 

In  the  streets  the  myriads,  raising  their 
hands  like  those  expecting  a  calamity  or 
receiving  a  blessing,  had  fallen  upon  their 
knees. 

"  Push  open  that  window." 

From  the  hands  of  Dr.  Ahasuerus 
Professor  Mammon's  letter  fell  in  pieces, 
slowly  shredded  by  restive  fingers. 

"  What  are  they  at  ?  Come,  what  is 
it  ?  " 

"  They're  waiting,  sir." 

"  Waiting  .  .  .  ?  Waiting  .  .  .  ?  What 
earth  for  ?  " 

"  Can't  .  .  .  you  .  .  .  feel  ...  it, 
sir  ?     Don't  you  know  ?  " 

The  secretary  sank  upon  his  knees. 
Tears  gushed  from  his  eyes,  and  at  that 
moment  all  the  blastophones  upon  five 
continents  burst  into  a  paean  :  "  Christ 
IS  Risen  !     Christ  is  Risen  !  " 

In  the  streets  the  people  fell  upon  their 
faces.  In  the  room  the  secretary  bowed 
his  head  to  the  floor.  Upon  five  con- 
tinents none  remained  standing  but 
Ahasuerus,  towering  glassy  as  a  splinter 
of  ice. 
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"  Christ  is  Risen  !  Christ  is  Risen  !  " 
At  length,  like  a  crane  lifting  an  im- 
mense weight,  the  right  arm  of  Ahasuerus 
arose,  till  the  closed  fist  quivered  high 
above  the  head,  from  which  the  sunken 
eyes  appeared  to  be  starting. 

"  Christ  is  Risen  !  Christ  is  Risen  !  " 
Then,  as  hundreds  of  bells  burst  out,  a 
terrific  rattle  of  laughter  shook  his  throat  ; 
a  hell  of  light  came  into  his  eyes  ;  his  face 
shone  elated  as  with  the  irradiation  of 
a  perpetual  youth.  "  O  Prince  of  the 
Other  World,"  he  thundered,  "  once 
more  we  renew  the  eternal  battle  !  Not 
yet,  not  yet  is  Thy  Kingdom  come  !  " 


EPILOGUE 

"  The  coming  World  State,"  says  H.  G. 
Wells  in  his  Outluie  of  History^  "  will  be 
based  upon  a  common  world  religion,  very- 
much  simplified  and  universalized  and 
better  understood.  This  will  not  be 
Christianity  nor  Islam  nor  Buddhism  nor 
any  such  specialized  form  of  religion,  but 
religion  pure  and  undefiled,  the  eightfold 
Way,  the  Kingdom  of  Heaven,  brother- 
hood, creative  service  and  self-forgetful- 
ness." 

Of  that  religion  Ahasuerus  in  my  story 
is  the  Incarnate  Enemy,  and  he  appears 
under  all  forms  common  to  that  eimity — 
both  as  possessing  a  faith  and  as  a  sceptic 
and  finally  as  an  utter  mocker,  as  a  devil, 
evil  as  evil  knows  to  be  :  one  who  aims 
solely  at  self-gratification  by  a  spiritual 
destruction,  in  which  he  no  more  believes 
than  in  construction,  having  reached  the 
nadir  of  unfaith — lack  of  faith  even  in 
unfaith.     For  utter  unfaith  is  also  admir- 
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able  while  it  is  a  creed.  It  is  when  the 
mocker  mocks  not  in  the  cause  of  his  light, 
but  simply  for  self-indulgence  that  there 
is  devil  in  it.  Such  is  the  first  and  main 
idea. 

Another  idea  I  have  tried  to  bring  out 
in  Golgotha  i^  Co.  is  the  opposition 
between  that  pure  and  undefiled  religion 
of  hope  and  the  tendency,  so  singularly 
present  in  the  history  of  the  Christian 
Churches,  to  treat  Christianity  as  a  re- 
ligion of  despair,  as  an  other-world  re- 
ligion. To  those  who  may  quarrel  with 
Mammon's  presentation  of  Christianity 
during  his  speech  to  the  Brains  of  Power 
I  beg  to  state  that  his  final  declaration  (by 
which  he  overthrows  Ahasuerus) — to  the 
eifect  that  Christ  never  said  the  world 
would  become  the  better  for  his  passing — 
is  not  a  malign  invention  of  the  writer 
but  a  more  or  less  literal  transcript  from  an 
essay  in  Patmore's  Religio  Poetce^  a  book 
which  appears  to  me  one  of  the  most 
revolting  on  which  I  have  ever  set  eyes. 
Piety  in  any  case  is  not  an  end  in  itself. 
It  is  useful  as  bringing  peace  and  abnega- 
tion. Mere  absorbed  devotionalism  is  a 
drug  breeding  a  subtle  corruption  of  the 
soul,    bigotry,    coldness,    falseness.     Too 
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often  it  is  merely  an  escape.  Now  escape 
is  cowardice.  Man's  doom  is  a  common 
doom.  Such  indulgence  in  spiritual 
dram-drinking  produces  enervation  and 
the  easy  cynical  despair  of  the  pious,  who 
are  quite  sure  that,  though  the  world 
may  sink,  they  are  cosy  in  the  company 
of  Jesus  (not  to  mention  others  like  to 
them)  and  will  ultimately  be  saved.  Now 
in  heaven,  as  in  earth,  the  first  virtue  is 
courage. 

We  must  at  all  costs  get  rid  of  this 
despair  of  any  amelioration  of  man's  lot. 
There  is  too  much  chopping  of  words. 
People  say  to  me,  "  But  man  will  in  himself 
be  no  better  for  amelioration  of  his  physical 
conditions."  To  which  no  reply  what- 
ever can  be  made.  For  if  people  wish  to 
be  saved  as  pigs  instead  of  being  saved  as 
humans,  and  refuse  to  see  that  a  self- 
respecting  man  in  self-respecting  circum- 
stances, sound  in  head  and  limb,  has  more 
chance  of  coming  to  some  sane  conclusions 
as  to  the  universe  and  how  to  adapt  himself 
to  it,  it  is  quite  impossible  to  find  any 
ground  for  discussion.  The  logical  con- 
clusion of  such  a  contrary  religion  is 
fakirism.  Yet  once  we  begin  to  identify 
Christ  and  Prometheus,  we  get  a  religion 
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which  can  satisfy  both  the  emotions  and 
the  head.  Such  a  reUgion  cries,  "  I  come 
that  you  may  have  Hfe  and  have  it  more 
abundantly."  "  But,"  says  the  pietist, 
"  my  reHgion  promises  that  too,"  and 
prates  of  I  know  not  what  ineffable 
mysteries.  Now  which  is  going  to  oifer  a 
fuller  life — an  ordered  world  wherein  a 
vast  number,  if  they  wish  so,  will  be  able 
to  turn  pietist,  or  a  murderous  chaotic 
world  in  which  such  meditations  are  con- 
tinually interrupted  ?  In  Golgotha  ^  Co. 
Christ  is  used  simply  as  a  symbol  of  the 
Integrating  Factor  in  Human  Evolution. 
I  believe  that  Christianity  enjoys  the 
emotional  hold  it  does  because  through  it 
the  instinct  of  Mutual  Aid  finds  an  outlet. 
To  me  the  supernatural  side  of  Christian- 
ity is,  from  a  scientific  factual  point  of 
view,  sheer  nonsense.  I  no  more  believe 
intellectually  that  Christ  rose  from  the 
dead  than  I  believe  intellectually  that 
the  Cow  jumped  over  the  Moon.  From 
the  poetic  mythic  point  of  view,  however, 
I  do  believe  it.  I  believe  he  rises  from 
the  dead  wherever  and  whenever  one  man 
aids  another,  sanely,  freshly,  and  if  not 
joyously,  at  least  without  groans — not  in 
the  manner  of  the  fakir  who  gives  all  away 
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because  he  values  nothing  whatever, 
neither  beauty  nor  health  nor  knowledge, 
but  only  a  pinched  idea  about  the  sover- 
eign importance  of  laying  his  goblin  of  a 
soul.  And  for  that  reason  Christ  rises  in 
the  story — which,  like  every  other  story, 
is  only  a  fable,  and  has  to  do  not  with  a 
scientific  but  an  emotional  truth,  not  truth 
without  reference  to  man  but  with  refer- 
ence to  him. 

As  for  the  Pascalian-Tolstoyan  concept 
of  Christianity,  that  is  largely  the  enemy 
and  more  than  ever  the  enemy  in  Europe 
at  present.  In  Europe  and  the  United 
States  to-day  a  prodigious,  though  covert, 
battle  is  commencing  between  the  Wheat 
and  the  Iron,  between  the  Agrarian  Idea 
and  the  Industrial  Idea.  That  antag- 
onism goes  back  a  long  way.  Its  modern 
phase  began  with  Tolstoy  and  Dostoi- 
evsky— particularly  Dostoievsky.  On  the 
surface  it  is  a  repudiation  of  what  is 
worst  in  Western  Industrialism.  But 
under  the  surface  it  goes  farther — being 
founded  on  a  sort  of  pessimistic  mysticism 
intensely  antagonistic  to  Science  :  the 
creed  of  those  whose  aim  is  to  limit 
change. 

Agrarian      communities      undoubtedly 
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tend  to  conservatism.  In  Eastern  Europe 
that  tendency  is  enhanced  and  its  poten- 
tialities for  evil  enormously  increased  by 
the  cutting  up  of  all  land  into  small 
properties  each  owned  either  by  an  in- 
dividual or  by  a  village.  Such  a  method, 
with  its  encouragement  of  petty  jealousies 
and  its  lack  of  large  horizon  and  scientific 
organization,  seems  to  me  reactionary.  I 
don't  believe  in  the  Mystical  Efficacy  of 
the  Peasant  Mind.  To  deem  that  to 
live  in  a  state  of  holy  vegetation  is  the 
highest  good  possible  to  man,  seems  to 
me  the  worst  legacy  in  the  way  of  thinking 
the  Middle  Ages  have  left  us.  In  the 
mediaeval  Orient — in  some  parts  of  India, 
for  instance — this  idea  is  the  main  idea  ; 
to  those  subtle  but  perverse  thinkers  no 
attitude  seems  possible  or  seemly  in  the 
face  of  the  infinite  but  that  of  passionate 
and  cynical  abandonment  to  worship  or 
despair.  But  if  one  has  got  to  live  in  the 
infinite  (as  we  have)  one  might  as  well  be 
comfortable,  to  the  end  that,  not  driven 
mad  by  cold  or  hunger,  and  with  not  more 
fleas  than  be  carried  comfortably  without 
undue  disturbance  of  thought  (giving  rise 
to  myopic  depression),  one  may  find  out 
as  precisely  and  clearly  as  may  be  as  much 
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as  possible  about  this  infinite  and  its 
contents.  In  the  United  States  agrarian 
affairs  are  in  much  better  shape  than  in 
Europe — but  there,  too,  where  the  Farmer 
Bloc  stands  for  much  that  is  best  in  the 
nation,  wc  cannot  but  be  sorrowfully 
aware  of  a  certain  want  of  modernism  in 
the  outlook.^  They  all  know  what  is  to  be 
known  about  mechanical  tractors,  etc.  ; 
but  with  regard  to  man  they  are  a  trifle 
guileless,  have  not  enough  experience  of 
wickedness,  and  above  all  have  not  taken 
their  gruelling  from  the  world's  sovereign 
educator  doubt. 

With  the  resurgence  of  the  Green  we 
must  expect  a  resurgence  of  all  that  is 
most  narrow  in  regionalism — though  the 
United  States  may,  just  possibly,  pro- 
vide an  exception.  Modern  communities 
should  be  synthetic  communities.  The 
antagonism  between  Town  and  County 
must  be  ended.  In  Europe  there  seems 
to  be  little  sign  of  any  tackling  of  this 
problem.  The  United  States  (as  usual) 
is  giving  the  lead.     There,  in  the  country 

'  Bryanism,  etc.,  may  be  instanced.  Bryan  is  undoubtedly 
a  clean,  upright,  honest  man,  but  he  is  also  a  duffer.  What 
is  wanted  is  a  man  with  those  qualities  plus  the  ability  to 
beat  the  cleverest  political  crook  of  Industrial  interests  to 
a  frazzle. 
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that  I  heard  a  Catholic  pronounce  "  the 
most  hard-hearted  and  pagan  in  the 
world,"  the  Promethean  Christianity  is 
coming  to  birth.  Of  course,  it  has  its 
disguises,  and  some  of  these  are  extremely 
unpleasing — the  wilder  phenomena  of  the 
Hundred-per-cent. -American  craze,  for  in- 
stance. Yet,  for  all  that,  the  United  States 
is,  in  a  very  real  sense,  "  God's  own  coun- 
try," because  there  some  beginnings  of  the 
Idea  of  Mutual  Aid  on  a  large  scale  can 
be  seen  in  operation,  exploited  frequently, 
I  admit,  by  the  villainous,  and  only  too 
often  employed  upon  unworthy  ends,  but 
still  very  definitely  and  triumphantly  in 
operation.  "  Everywhere,"  says  Santa- 
yana,^  "  co-operation  is  taken  for  granted, 
as  something  that  no  man  would  be  so 
mean  or  so  short-sighted  as  to  refuse. 
Together  with  the  will  to  work  and  to 
prosper,  it  is  of  the  essence  of  Americanism, 

^  Character  and  Opinion  in  the  United  States.  The 
accursed  band  of  smug,  self-satisfied  Europeans  who  delight 
in  looking  down  their  noses  at  "  crude  "  America  ought 
to  be  compelled  to  learn  one  page  of  this  book  by  heart 
for  every  sneer  they — who  have  mostly  never  visited 
America — are  pleased  to  utter.  The  average  European's 
complete  ignorance  of,  and  want  of  interest  in,  the  American 
scene  is  to  my  mind  a  far  more  distressing  world-factor 
than  any  American  supposed  ignorance  of  and  want  of 
interest  in  Europe. 
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and  is  accepted  as  such  by  all  the  unkempt 
polyglot  peoples  that  turn  to  the  new 
world  with  the  pathetic  but  manly  pur- 
pose of  beginning  life  on  a  new  principle. 
Every  political  body,  every  public  meeting, 
every  club  or  college,  or  athletic  team  is 
full  of  it."  My  experience  of  the  United 
States,  brief  but  very  vivid  and  very  dear 
to  me,  endorses  every  word  of  this  pro- 
nouncement. 

Of  course,  many  precious  things  suffer 
severely  in  the  process  of  standardization, 
which,  owing  apparently  to  the  fact  that 
mythic  thinking  has  not  yet  been  organized 
in  the  interest  of  herd  toleration  and  partly 
to  physical  difficulties  in  mass  production, 
seems  to  form  so  invariable  a  necessary 
accompaniment  of  co-operation  in  modern 
democracies.  No  matter.  For  me  the 
good  outweighs  the  evil,  considerable 
though  those  evils  (of  which  the  first  and 
worst  is  this  very  intolerance,  soon,  I  trust, 
to  pass  away)  must  be. 

And  why  do  I  so  believe  ? 

This  brings  me  to  the  grand  crux  in  the 
political  side  of  my  story. 

"  The  power  of  crowds,"  says  Le  Bon,^ 

•  It  may  interest  scientists  to  observe  that  I  have  tried 
to  suggest  the  following  connections:  Trotter — Le  Bon 
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to  whom  I  owe  so  much  in  this  tale,  "  is 
to  be  dreaded,  but  the  power  of  certain 
castes  is  to  be  dreaded  yet  more.  Crowds 
are    open    to    conviction,     castes     never 


are." 


There,  gentlemen,  is  the  sovereign 
argument  in  my  cause  of  Liberty.  Some, 
reading  Golgotha  iff  Co.,  may  have 
imagined  me  a  Bolshevist.  I  dislike  Bol- 
shevism intensely — not  so  much  because 
it  is  an  enemy  of  Capitalism  as  because  it 
is  a  friend  to  caste.  Bolshevism  is  caste- 
rule.  Marxianism  is  caste-rule.  So  is 
Fabianism.  So  largely  at  present  is  the 
government  of  England,  and  to-morrow, 
unless  exposed,  it  may  be  even  more  so. 
But  because  I  am  not  a  Bolshevist  that 
does  not  imply  that  I  am  not  with  the 
Proletariat.  One  can,  I  hope,  be  a  friend 
of  Liberty  without  binding  oneself  to  the 
instant  abolition  of  Capital  or  the  adoption 

Martin  —  Harvey  Robinson  —  Jung.  But  I  am  not  a 
scientist.  My  duty,  as  far  as  science  is  concerned  (apart 
from  story-telling,  in  which  her  efforts  on  the  human  may 
be  chronicled),  is  limited  to  throwing  off  general  ideas  in 
as  stimulating  a  manner  as  possible.  May  I  suggest  that 
some  young  scientist  take  up  the  study  of  the  Mythic 
Mind  of  the  Herd  on  the  basis  of  the  work  of  Rivers,  Jung 
and  Le  Bon  f  Le  Bon  is  at  present  a  Uttle  out  of  favour, 
but  he  is  far  the  greatest  genius  who  has  written  on  the 
Crowd  up-to-date. 
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of  Syndicalism.  In  truth  I  do  not  know 
enough  about  either  to  guarantee  the 
efficacy  of  either  or  both  suggestions,  and 
I  deeply  suspect  that  many  more  learned 
persons  are  but  little  more  knowledgeable 
than  I.  If  so  many  capitalists  were  not 
so  disgustingly  and  criminally  predatory 
I  should  perhaps  find  their  rule  bearable — 
in  default  of  a  too  pedantic  and  paternal- 
istic Socialism  supplying  me  with  some- 
thing better.  That  is,  of  course,  if  I 
lived  abroad.  In  England  we  seem,  with 
the  advent  of  the  Servile  State,  to  be 
busy  acquiring  the  misery  proper  to  both 
Capitalism  and  Socialism.  "  A  plague 
on  both  your  houses  !  " — you  make  mince- 
meat of  free  men.  In  so  far  as  Capitalism 
is  cynical,  conservative,  pessimistic  and  un- 
creative,  I  detest  it.  But  in  a  large  number 
of  cases  it  is  not  so.^  It  has,  in  some 
cases,  become  so  bound  up  with  service 
that  it  has  become  a  genuinely  creative 
system.  Of  course  its  aim  is  not  usually 
service.  The  idea  of  service  in  mercantile 
operations  is,  however,  particularly  in 
America,  superseding  that   of  pure  sale. 

^  Once  again,  especially  in  America,  where,  however, 
the  evil  aspects  of  Capitalism  are  even  more  aggravated 
than  in  Europe. 
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Gain,  of  course,  is  still  there — not  moderate 
gain,  but  gain  colossal,  stupefying,  idiotic. 
In  such  cases  the  system  defeats  the  end 
for  which  it  was  created  :  the  millionaire 
parts  with  his  money  like  Mr.  Rocke- 
feller, but,  alas  !  can  never  part  with  it 
sufSciently  fast,  or  puts  it  back  to  work  in 
creative  expansion — like  Mr.  Ford  :  to  re- 
sults yet  incalculable.  Both  causes  perhaps 
signalize  a  vicious  circle — despite  the  fact 
that  both  are,  after  a  manner,  creative. 
I  hazard  that  the  fault  lies  in  the  fact 
that,  quite  apart  from  the  question  of  the 
abstract  justice  of  such  a  disparity  oj 
rewards^  neither  course  is  creative  enough. 
Moreover,  a  caste  is  formed,  and  every 
caste  is  dangerous,  for  every  caste  may 
become  the  prey  of  fixed  ideas,  and  when 
such  a  caste  comes  into  being,  possessing 
the  concentrated  powers  that  such  a  caste 
as  the  above  possesses,  with  its  accompany- 
ing control  of  the  physical  resources  of 
civilization  in  the  way  of  energy  and  raw 
material,  the  spectacle  is  one  to  make  the 
clear-headed  tremble.  A  society  of  that 
sort,  however  healthy  its  outward  appear- 
ance, needs  but  a  slight  change  in  the 
circumstances  of  man's  existence  to  be- 
come, if  it  is  not  so  already,  thoroughly 
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unsound  ;  and  by  unsound  I  mean  liable 
to  sudden  collapse,  rapid  creeping  paralysis 
or  swift  disintegration.  Far  more  dan- 
gerous, however,  are  the  activities  of  the 
merely  predatory  capitalist,  whose  end  is 
not  power  or  the  indulgence  of  fancy, 
but  merely  gain,  gain,  gain.  Such  abound 
in  Europe,  and  their  sinister  influence  mav 
bring  about — it  has  already  nigh  brought 
about — the  destruction  of  European  civil- 
ization. It  is  against  such  irresponsible 
robbers  that  my  tale  is  in  its  political  sense 
directed.  A  man  having  any  acquaint- 
ance— a  mere  middle-school  acquaintance 
— with  the  findings  of  Science  and  imbued 
with  something  of  her  spirit,  such  a  man, 
I  say,  if  he  turns  his  eye  on  the  powers 
that  rule  in  that  den  of  thieves,  mounte- 
banks and  filthy  urchins  known  as  the 
RuHng  Classes  of  Europe,  cannot  but  feel 
his  blood  run  cold  with  indignation  and 
horror  as  he  discerns  the  fact  that  those  in 
power,  so  far  from  appreciating  the  posi- 
tion of  man  on  this  planet,  seem  to  be 
bent  solely  on  behaving  like  a  pack  of 
irresponsible,  sometimes  furious  and  nearly 
always  greedy  lunatics.  The  most  ele- 
mentary knowledge  of  physics  and  zoology, 
knowledge    that    could    be   gleaned    from 
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any  standard  text  in  the  course  of  a  couple 
of   afternoon  readings — why,  even  in  an 
hour  with  such  a  handbook  of  astronomy 
as  may  be  found  in  any  half-crown  library 
— would  assure  them  that  the  only  hope 
for  man,  as  far  as  they  are  concerned,  lies 
in  them  at  once  realizing  that  man  is  a 
parasite,  subject  to  the  enormous  forces 
of  nature,  in  the  phantasmagoria  of  which 
his  existence  is  but  a  minor  incident  upon 
the  pebble  of  one  of  the  lesser  planets  in 
one  of  the  lesser  systems  of  the  universe. 
I  look  at  them,  we  look  at  them  (if  I  may 
make  so  bold  as  to  take  a  station  among  my 
betters)   and  we   see   a   parcel   of   pirates 
trampling     in     their     sordid     or     crazy 
squabbles     over     the     ail-but     corpse     of 
Humanity  upon  a  raft  adrift  in  the  black 
sea   of  infinity.     They  insult   the  living, 
they  defile  the  memory  of  the  heroic  dead, 
of   all   those   who  have  spent  their  lives 
for  man  and  Man-consciousness,  which  is 
the  sense  of  human  solidarity  beneath  the 
eternal  indifference  of  the  stars.     Spawn 
of  hell,  how  my  heart  would  burn  at  you  ! 
— did  I  not  know  that  it  is  my  duty  not  to 
give  way  to  indignation  but  simply  to  see 
you  as  you   are,  and  in  my  obscurity  to 
exercise  the  only  talent  I  possess,  that  of 
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chronicling  the  position  and  exposing  to 
view,  in  as  vivid  a  manner  as  possible  (for 
me,  as  an  artist,  through  legend),  what  I 
and  many  another  take  you  to  be.     You 
are  intolerably,  almost  incredibly,  selfish, 
but  it  is  not  your  selfishness  that  so  much 
inspires    me    with    an    invincible    disgust 
and  horror  as  your  bland  self-satisfaction 
and  apparently  incurable  and  more-than- 
possibly    wilful    blindness.     The    business 
of  a  leader  is  to  lead.     The  best  that  can 
be  said  of  the  best  of  you  is  that  you  have 
shown  a  complete  inability  to  lead.     As 
for  the  remainder,  a  certain  skill  in  ex- 
ploitation   is    theirs  ;     they   lead    after    a 
chaotic  and  undistinguished  manner — to 
ruin.     For  selfishness  there  is  some  possi- 
bility of  a  future,  inasmuch  as  it  is  capable 
of  becoming  enlightened.     For  self-satis- 
faction and  bhndness,  wilful  or  not  wilful, 
there  is  no  future.     At  the  very  moment 
when    Man   has    reached    a    point    in    his 
history  when  for  the  first  time  since  the 
Age  of  Ice  he  is  in  a  position  to  effect  more 
than    the    most    modest,    nay,    mediocre, 
amelioration  of  his  position,  his  rulers  are 
behaving  in  such  a  manner  as  to  jeopardize 
not  only  that  prospect,  but  considerably 
to  increase  the  chances  that  he  may  forfeit 
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the  major  part  of  what  he  has  achieved  in 
the  past.  It  would  be  ridiculous,  if  it 
were  not  so  pitiful.  There  is  food,  light, 
shelter,  even  abundance  for  all.  Science 
has  made  this  possible.  But  the  rulers  are 
busy  upon  the  manufacture  of  poison  gas, 
physical  and  psychological.  Nation  is  set 
at  nation's  throat,  while  caste  endeavours 
to  exploit  and  bully.  It  is  a  carnival  of 
madmen  or,  at  best,  a  melee  of  tadpoles. 
The  Ruling  Classes  ! — would  to  God  there 
could  be  born  a  giant  to  pull  down  their 
Collective  pantaloons  and  give  the  holy 
posteriors  a  sound  whipping — for,  indeed, 
the  conduct  of  politicians,  predatory 
financiers,  most  business  men  and  those 
that  live  off  these,  including  that  of  most 
of  the  World  Fashionable,  cannot  be  con- 
sidered as  adult  citizens  of  the  Modern 
World.  Evil  and  perverted  children 
rather  are  they,  without  one  spark  of  those 
dreams,  that  innocence,  that  gaiety  and 
aspiration  which  lend  to  childhood  some- 
thing of  the  divine.  To  expostulation 
their  answer  is  invariable  and  consists  of  an 
assertion  to  the  effect  that  it  is  the  un- 
changeableness  of  human  nature  keeps 
the  world  back.  To  which  one  reply  only 
is    adequate  :    "  Rats  !  "     First,   modern 
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psychology  informs  us  human  nature  is 
not  unchangeable  ;  second,  passions  can 
be  sublimated  once  a  Moral  Equivalent  to 
War  is  established,  that  moral  equivalent 
being  Man  -  Consciousness  and  Prome- 
theanism  ;  third,  all  over  the  Western 
world  the  masses  are  longing  for  peace  and 
good  sense  (in  America  and  England  partic- 
ularly), and,  if  properly  influenced,  would 
forfeit  many  of  the  impossible  and  in- 
compatible partisan  aspirations  lately 
aroused  in  them  ;  fourth,  it  is  not  the 
nature  of  the  masses  which  needs  changing 
but  the  nature,  the  attitude,  the  educa- 
tion, the  surroundings  and  (particularly) 
the  social  heritage  of  those  in  power.  We 
need  sobriety,  we  need  sense,  we  need  the 
grave  poetry  of  lofty  spirits,  we  need 
Science.  If  I  had  it  in  my  power  I  would 
begin  three  propagandas — a  propaganda  of 
absolute  and  annihilating  doubt,  such  a 
propaganda  as  would  dissolve  the  trumpery 
ideals  of  nationalism,^  the  error  that 
postulates  a  God  dabbling  his  fingers  in 

1  Race  Is  important ;  nationalism  is  a  modern  invention 
(see  Le  Bon's  Crowd  and  Tawney's  Sickness  of  an  Acquisitive 
Society).  There  are  champions  of  nationaHsm  on  the 
cultural  plane  only.  But  at  its  highest,  culture  is  un- 
national.  The  philosopher  and  artist  assimilates  whatever 
suits  him  from  any  age  and  any  race.    Science  is  unnational. 
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worldly  affairs,  and  the  supposed  finality 
of  any  truth  save  the  axiom  that  man's 
end  and  object  should  be  to  deepen  his  con- 
sciousness. The  second  propaganda,  aris- 
ing out  of  the  first,  would  be  a  propaganda 
to  induce  a  Sense  of  Fact,  with  special 
emphasis  on  certain  known  facts,  chiefly 
drawn  from  the  world  of  the  physicists 
and  connected  (on  the  one  hand)  with  the 
idea  of  the  littleness  of  man  beside  the 
scale  of  Matter,  and  (on  the  other)  with 
the  idea  of  the  illimitable  Energy  sur- 
rounding him  (with  specific  reference  to 
the  nature  of  the  atom).  The  third  propa- 
ganda would  be  in  aid  of  the  further- 
ance of  Man  -  Consciousness  and  the 
Promethean  outlook  by  means  of  a  true 
appreciation  of  the  nature  and  a  proper 
application  in  function  of  Mythical  Think- 
ing. To  this  last  form  of  Propaganda 
"  Socialism,"  using  the  name  in  a  general 
sense  without  reference  to  particular 
creeds,  if  it  comes,  may  be  an  aid.  For 
what  is  dear  to  me,  what  is  of  importance, 
I  feel,  to  the  world,  what  is  vital  to 
Socialism,  is  not  and  never  will  be  the  purely 
economic  programme,  but  the  fact  that 
Socialism  stands  Jor  a  sort  oj  recognition  of 
immaterial    rights.     I    would    rather    be 
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free  and  see  others  free  on  small  wages 
than  be  a  slave  and  see  others  slave  on 
great.  I  believe  that  what  ultimately 
keeps  "  Socialism  "  alive  is  its  attitude 
toward  the  soul,  and  in  so  far  as  I  un- 
doubtedly observe  that  attitude  pre- 
ponderate in  the  Socialist  as  opposed 
to  the  Capitalist,  I  am  a  convinced 
"  Socialist." 

How  serious  I  have  been  !  How  much 
in  earnest  I  am — sitting  up  to  all  hours 
of  the  night  after  a  hard  day's  work  in  an 
uncomfortable  climate  in  a  far-off  land 
— ignorant,  unbalanced,  presumptuous, 
determined,  trying  to  be  calm,  carried 
away  by  passion,  grinding  at  books  distaste- 
ful to  an  artist,  lacking  in  humour  or 
pleasantness,  conceited, — justified  only  by 
one  thing,  by  the  memory  of  the  appear- 
ance of  the  hideous  Forward  Area  of  Ypres. 
Absurdly  in  earnest  maybe  ! — seeing  how 
inept  the  championship,  how  small  can 
be  the  results.  I  should  not  be  doing  this. 
It  is  not  my  job.  But  those  who  should 
do  it  lie  dead  ;  the  skies  lower  ;  lightning 
flickers  up  the  heavens  like  the  silent 
brandishing  of  swords,  and  as  yet  not  even 
the  Legions  of  Love,  the  Samurai  of  the 
Ideal,  are  formed,  still  less  has  the  youth, 
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bearing  about  his  brows  the  fiery  chaplet 
of  Prometheus,  appeared. 

As  I  conclude  these  notes,  my  eye  falls 
upon  a  newspaper  column  of  belated  quo- 
tation from  the  speech  made  by  Signor 
Mussolini  to  the  Conference  of  Fascisti  at 
Naples,  just  prior  to  the  order  of  "  general 
mobilization "  and  the  passing  of  the 
government  into  the  hands  of  the  Fascisti. 

"  We  have  created  our  myth,"  cries 
Signor  Mussolini ;  "  a  myth  is  a  reHgion 
and  a  passion  ;  it  is  not  necessary  it  should 
be  a  reality.  Its  reality  lies  in  the  fact 
that  it  is  a  myth,  in  the  fact  that  it  is 
incitement,  hope,  faith,  courage  !  " 

Brave,  destestable,  nationalistic  Fascisti, 
standing  for  nearly  all  I  abominate  save 
courage,  you  are  now  in  Rome  !  The 
uplifted  arms  of  ten  thousand  New  Cen- 
turions salute  the  broken  column  in  the 
forum  of  the  Eternal  City.  Your  flag 
unfurls  its  triumphs  upon  the  keep  of  the 
castle  of  Angelo,  a  castle  these  eyes  have 
never  viewed  and  which  so  often  they  have 
longed  after.  Perhaps  to-morrow  you 
will  be  defeated,  O  Fascisti — probably  by 
even  such  great  art  of  little  men  as  prevails 
in  all  the  petty  cabinets  of  Europe.  What 
matter  ?  With  all  your  hateful  imperial- 
33 
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ism  I  adore  you.  You  have  lived  up  to 
your  myth. 

My  countrymen,  my  countrymen,  citi- 
zens of  the  World-to-be,  when  shall  we 
too  go  up  to  Rome  ? 

From  England  what  answer  ?  Nothing 
but  the  mischievous  chitter-chatter  of 
monkeys,  lamentations  of  sapient  nanny- 
goats,  solemn  braying  of  illustrious  don- 
keys from  beneath  the  towers  of  West- 
minster ;  vociferation  of  Fleet  Street 
hyenas  ;  dolorous  and  windy  groaning  of 
that  loose-chopped  idiot  llama,  the  middle 
class,  on  whom  much  burden  is  laid,  who 
would  like  to  kick  but  knows  not  how  ; 
cachinnation  of  the  Correct-Sort-of-Geese 
at  the  squealing  of  Gadarean  swine,  per- 
turbed by  the  hubbub  of  the  mixed  pack 
of  Labour. 

Like  Europe,  it  is  not  a  nation  ;  it  is  a 
menagerie.     And  a  menagerie  has  no  aim. 

England,  how  often  am  I  ashamed  to 
be  an  Englishman  when  I  cannot  but 
observe  English  liberty  dead  or  dying,  and, 
among  England's  children,  no  knowledge 
that  they  have  not  a  myth,  no  sensibility 
of  any  need  of  one — even  though  it  be  but 
a  Mussolini's  ! 

A  Parliamentary  Mace,  a  Lion  and  a 
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Unicorn  ? — very  pretty,  very  pretty,  and, 
probably,  even  useful,  and  doubtless 
where  they  stand  to-day  it  is  well  that 
they  should  stand  to-morrow  :  but  what 
is  that  Morrow  ?  You  do  not  know. 
And  in  all  your  four-hundred-and-four 
millions  of  the  British  Empire  there  is  no 
one  to  tell  you,  there  is  not  one  poet  either 
of  words  or  of  action  who  can  supply  you 
that  myth. 

In  Italy,  they  say,  d'Annunzio  is  dying 
— execrable,  divine,  blind,  a  cripple, 
victorious  !  The  Fascisti  of  the  Spirit, 
which  denies  all  d'Annunzio  has  fought 
for,  salute  him.  But,  alas !  how  few  they 
are !  Sorley  and  Grenfell  lie  in  their 
graves,  and  perhaps  he  lies,  that  Pro- 
methean youth,  with  no  chaplet  about  his 
brows,  in  a  grave  twice  too  early  his,  under 
the  flagstone  in  the  dim  aisle  of  West- 
minster Abbey. 

O  Unknown  Warrior,  who  shall  lead  us 
up  to  Rome  ? 
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